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4*)  b  H'H  I 


Tr.fi 
THE 

P  REE  ACE. 

FRO  M  my  fir  ft  Acquaintance  with  this  Author, 
which  was  as  early  as  I  was  able  to  under ftand 
him,  I  found  him  fo  pleafing  and  agreeable, 
that  J  wi\Wd  he  were  taught  to  /peak  Englifh,  that 
thofe  who  could  not  under  ftand  him  in  his  own  Language 
might  by  that  means  partake  of  the  Satisfaction  and 
Advantage  I,  at  leaft,  receivd  in  my  Converfation  with 
him.  And  finding  that  not  any  Fen  had  been  employed 
about  the  Work,  (for  Mr.  Quarks  only  borrow  d  his 
Emblems,  to  prefix  them  to  much  inferior  Senfe  )  ra- 
ther than  it  jhould  remain  undone,  and  fuch  an  excel* 
lent  piece  of  Devotion  be  loft  to  thofe  who  woiCd  prife  it 
moft,  the  Religious  Ladi«s  of  our  Age  :  1  refoWd 
to  engage  in  the  Attempt  \  and  the  rather,  becaufe  the 
Subject  was  fuitable  to  my  Galling,  as  a  Clergyman, 
as  the  Senfe  was  to  my  Fancy,  as  an  humble  Admirer 
of  Poetry,   ejpecially  fuch  as  is  Divine. 

But  on  a  more  confederate  Perufal  of  the  Book,  in 
order  to  a  Tranllation,  /  found  fome  thing  in  it  which 
put  a  ft.op  to  my  Proceeding,  that  even  my  Zeal  to  have 
done,  corfd  fcarce  prevail  with  me  to  undertake  the 
Work.  For  my  Author,  I  found,  was  a  little  too  much 
a  Poet,  and  had  inferted  feveral  fictitious  Stories  in  his 
Poems,  which  did  much  lejfen  their  Gravity,  and  very 
ill  become  their  Devotion  ;    and  which,   indeed,   wou'd 
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take  from  them  that  prevalency  which  they  ought  to 
have,  as  ferions  AddrefTes  from  the  Soul  to  God, 
over  the  Affetlions  of  all  that  read  them.  But  at  lafl 
my  inclination  to  the  Work,  made  me  refolve  rather 
wholly  to  omit  thofe  Pillions  where  I  met  them,  than 
recede  from  my  Defign.  And  accordingly  I  have  made 
it  my  Bufinefs  to  leave  them  always  out,  only  where  1 
coud  think  of  an  appofite  Example  out  of  the  Scrip- 
tures, 1  have  ufed  it  inftead  of  the  fictitious  one  omit- 
ted. As  in  the  firfi  Poem  of  the  fecond  Book,  where 
the  Author  brings  in  Phaeton  as  an  example  of  Mens 
defiring  Liberty  in  choofing,  tW  their  Choice  proves 
oftentimes  their  Ruin  ;  I  have  ufed  the  Prodigal  Son, 
as  more  fuitable  in  that  Defign,  and  I  am  fure  to  the 
gravity  of  the  Poem.  And  fuch  another  Alteration  I 
have  made  in  the  fecond  Poem  of  the  third  Book, 
where,  inftead  of  CydippeV  being  deceived  by  Acon- 
tius  with  an  Apple,  I  have  mentioned  Eve'*  being  fo 
deluded  by  the  Serpent.  And  in  feveral  other  places 
I  have  done  the  like,  where  thofe  fabulous  Stories  came 
in  my  way,  as  whoever  has  the  Curiofity  to  enquire, 
mzy  find,  by  comparing  the  Englifh  and  the  Latine. 
And  in  all  this,  I  think,  I  have  rather  done  my  Au- 
thor a  Kindnefs  than  an  Injury.  But  there  is  another 
thing  for  which  fotne  of  the  Authors  Friends  may 
perhaps  call  me  to  an  Account  ;  that  is,  for  omitting 
feveral  Htfiorical  P  tiff  ages  taken  from  the  Legends,  of 
Saints  and  Marty rologks  :  And  for  this  I  mufi  re- 
turn  in  my  own  behalf,  that  it  was  not  out  of  any  dif- 
regard  to,  or  prejudice  againfi  the  Saints  and  holy 
Perfons  of  whom  the  Account  is  given,  nor  that  I  fu- 
pfrftitioufly  disbelieve  their  Stories,  however  fome  per- 
haps may  with  too  much  Superfiition  credit  them  \   but 
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\the  true  Reafons  of  my  leaving  out  the  mention  of  them 
were  thefe :  Firft,  becaufe  I  knew  that  great  fart  of 
the  Readers  would  be  Strangers  $o  their  Hiftories,  and 
muft  confequently  be  at  a  lofs  in  undemanding  the 
Poems,  Secondly,  becaufe  the  truth  of  the  Relations 
is  not  fo  evident  as  to  render  them  unqueflionable,  I 
thought  them  better  left  out,  efpecially  fwce  they  are  only 
bare  recitals  of  fuch  Paffages,  without  any  improvement 
of  Fancy,  or  luckinefs  of  Thought  upon  them,  which 
could  not  injure  the  Book  by  being  omitted,  whereas  the 
inferting  that  Part  might  prejudice  fome  nice  Judg- 
ments again  ft  the  Whole.  And,  which  was  my  third 
Reafon,  mio'ht  be  a  hindrance  to  the  Impreffion. 

But  however  they  may  Cenfure  me  for  this,  /  hope 
they  will  not  take  it  ill  that  I  have  left  out  the  Satyri- 
cal  fart  of  the  fecond  Poem  of  the  fir/}  Book,  wherein 
the  Author  refletls  on  the  Monks  and  Friars  in  their 
variety  of  Habits,  and  Contefis  about  them  ',  for  in-* 
deed  I  thought  it  fomething  too  uncharitable  to  have 
any  room  in  fo  divine  -a  Poem,  And  now  I  am  Afipla- 
gizjng  for  Omiflions,  let  me  not  forget  to  acquaint  the 
Reader  that  I  have  left  out  fome  of  the  Author's  Senfe, 
particularly  in  the  eighth  Poem  of  the  fecond  Book, 
and  in  the  fecond  Poem  of  the  third  Book  :  In  the  firft 
of  which  he  recounts  all  the  fever al  forts  of  Perfumes 
he  can  think  of,  and  in  the  latter  makes  a  long  recital 
of  the  various  kinds  of  flowers,  both  which  rather  tire 
than  delight  the  Reader,  and  he  mufi  be  unkind  if  he 
does  not  thank  me  for  omitting  them.  But  ftill  it  may 
b*  objected  againft  me,  that  I  have  made  bold  with  my 
Author,  in  varying  from  him,  and  fometimes  adding 
to  him  :  'Tis  true,  I  have  done  both  ;  as  in  the  third 
foem  of  the  firft  Book  for  infiance,   where,  inftead  of 
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mentioning  Podalirius  and  Melampus,  and  the  other 
Phyficians,  I  have  ufed  ten  Lines  of  my  own  ',  and  in 
the  fifth  Poem  of  the  fame  Book,  I  have  given  an  Ac-1 
count  of  Man's  Creation  fomething  different  from  that 
in  my  Author  (both  -which,  as  all  the  other  Variations 
and  Additions  may  be  known  to  the  Englifh  Reader  by 
their  being  printed  in  the  Italick  Chara&er.)  But 
•whether  I  have  impaired  the  Senfe,  whether  done  for 
the  better  or  the  worfe,  I  mufi  fubmit  my  Self  to  the 
Judgment  of  the  Learned,  whofe  Pardon  I  muff  beg 
for  whatever  is  amifs,  and  particularly  if  in  any  thing 
I  have  injured  the  worthy  Author,  to  whom  I  am  wil- 
Una-  to  make  all  the  Reparation  I  am  able.  And  if  I 
have  injur  d  him  in  other  Additions,  I  have  done  hint 
a  hndnefs  in  that  of  the  tenth  Poem  of  the  third  Book, 
where  he  feems  to  Apologise  for  Self-murther  *,  for 
what  1  have  there  added  takes  away  all  pojfibility  of 
mifiakina  him,  who  I  am  Confident  was  too  good  a 
Chriftian  to  defign  any  thing  of  that  kind,  and  we 
find  he  fijjficimly  condemned  all  fuch  Attempts  by  this 
Ferfe  : 

O  quoties  quanta  fugx  fuit  anfa  pudenda? ! 
Which  I  have  rcnd<ed, 

How  oft  wou'd  I  attempt  a  (hameful  Flight ! 
where  the  Epithet  he  gives  to  Flight,  proves  that  he  had 
no  good  Opinion  of  it.  And  this  gives  me  the  hint  tc 
fay  fo mi  thing  of  his  wijhing  for  Death  i'n  the  eight  k 
Poem  of  the  fame  Book,  which  is  not  any  way  meant 
in  favour  of  Self-murther,  but  a  Pious  defire  of  tht 
Soul  to  be  freed  from  the  captivity  of  the  Body,  that 
it  might  enjoy  its  Saviour  -,  which  is  no  more  than 
-what  St.  Paul  tells  us  of  himfdf,  That  he  had  a  de- 
Sre  to  be  difiblved,  and  to  be  with  Chvift.     Mon 
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tight  be  wr£d  in  behalf  of  my  Author  on  this  account, 
nt  that  he  needs  no  Apology ;  and  1  have  enough  to  do 
}  excufe  my  felf,  for  ytis  not  improbable  I  jliall  be  ac- 
ts* d  of  an  mdecorum  as  to  Chronology-,  in  the  fourth 
}oem  of  the  firft  Booh,  in  bringing  in  the  glorious 
aint  and  Martyr  King  Charles  /.  with  our  late 
Monarch,  for  Examples  of  the  Misfortune  that  often* 
Imes  attends  the  greatefi  and  befi  of  Men,  infiead  of 
4enelaus  and  Dion y ii us  :  Bat  1  defire  the  Reader  to 
ive  me  leave  to  inform  him,  that  I  defign  my  Tran- 
ation  to  reprefent  the  Book  as  if  now  but  firfl  written, 
nd  where  then  could  I  produce  more  apt  Examples  of 
he  infi ability  of  Fortune,  and  the  Offerings  of  good 
Men,  than  thofe  Princes  were,  whofe  Vnhappinefs, 
Ike  their  Excellencies,  had  no  Parallel  f  I  am  fure 
rhey  mufi  be  more  fuitable  than  Dionyfius,  whofe 
ryranny  made  him  unpitied  in  his  Mifery.  And  having 
old  my  Reader  my  Defign,  I  hope  he  will  not  blame  me 
or  changing  the  qth  oj  May  (which  I  fuppofe  was 
ny  Author's  Birth-day)  to  the  27th  of  July  (which 
pas  my  own  )  and  applying  to  my  felf  all  that  part  of 
he  eighth  Poem  in  the  third  Book  ;  and  then  1  am 
wnfident  I  frail  not  be  condemn  d  on  any  Hand  for  that 
Digrefficn  in  the  fourteenth  Poem  of  the  fame  Book, 
wherein  I  conceive  the  joyful  Reception  of  his  Sacred 
Majefiy  King  Charles  the  Ftrfi's  Soul  into  Heaven, 
znd  the  great  Satisfaction  which  his  Sons  Succeffion 
0  the  Crown  brought  to  thofe  Cmleflial  Spirits,  who 
being  lovers  of  Right  and  Equity,  mufi  be  exceedingly 
pleas'd  to  have  his  undoubted  Title  take  place,  for 
that  they  are  ajfecled  with  fome  Tranfatbions  here  be- 
low, is  evident  from  our  Saviour  s  Words,  That  there 
is  joy  in  Heaven  among  the  Angels  over  Sinners 
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that  repent  -7  and  why  not  then  over  the  Juft  that  an 
rewarded  f 

I  would  not  willingly  tire  my  Reader  with  a  long 
Preface,  and  therefore  jhall  only  add  a  Word  or  two  in 
behalf  both  of  my  Author  and  my  Self.  *Tis  true,  the 
Title-page  in  the  Latine  declares  him  of  the  Society 
of  Jefus,  but  his  Book  jhews  nothing  either  of  his  Or- 
der, or  particular  Opinion  in  Religion,  but  that  he 
is  an  excellent  Chrifiian  in  the  main  :  And  indeed  he 
feems  to  me  to  have  defignedly  avoided  all  occafion  of 
Offence  to  his  Readers  of  a  different  Judgment  \  for 
tho*  in  the  fourteenth  Poem  of  the  firfi  Book  he  had  a 
fair  opportunity  of  mentioning  Purgatory,  he  wholly 
declines  it,  and  takes  no  notice  at  all  of  fuch  a  place* 
And  in  the  twelfth  Poem  of  the  third  Bvok  he  fays 
nothing  of  Tranfubftantiation,  th<?  he  had  occafion 
to  mention  the  Sacrament  of  the  Eucharift.  And  this 
particularly  I  thought  necejfary  to  offer,  lefi  fome  may 
think  1  have  mtf  rendered  him  in  thofe  places,  which, 
if  they  confult  himftlf,  they'll  fee  1  have  had  no  occa- 
fion for  it.  Thus  having  made  my  Excufe  for  feme 
things  which  1  jeaid  might  be  Carpt  at,  if  I  have  any 
other  Faults,  I  jhall  detain  the  Reader  no  longer,  but 
let  him  go  on  to  find  them* 


t  o 


<o 


(2) 


a7idrrn'  nrtmnind  zS  net-  JiitL 

T.2. 


(?) 

T  O    T  H  E 

DESIRE 

OFTHE 

Eternal  Habitations, 

TESUS  CHRIST 

Whom  the  Angels  defire  to  pry  into. 


ft*!,  thouknowejtdlmy  Defire,  andmy  Grow* 
tng  u  not  hid from  thee,  Pfal.  38.  verf.  9. 

BY  no  difcovVy  did  I  e'er  impart 
The  fecret  Pamirs  of  my  Love-ftck  Heart ; 
Wiofe  clofe  recefes  to  no  other  Eye 
ut  that  great  PowVs  that  fram'd  them,  open  lie  i 
I  only  views  my  Thoughts  in  their  undrefs, 
nd  his  bright  Beams  fearch  thro5  their  nakednefs : 
o  him  each  fecret  figh,  each  filent  groan, 
0  him  the  bottom  of  my  Soul  is  known. 

B  2  Who 


(4) 

Who  can  hisfenfe  t'another's  ears  convey, 
Unlefs  himfelf  his  own  defigns  betray  ? 
Yet,  cou'd  Difcov'ry  gratify  my  Wiih, 
Concealment  fhould  not  long  defer  the  Blifs  : 
But  no  relation  can  my  wants  relieve, 
Or  limits  to  my  boundlefs  wifhes  give. 

Rachel  awhile  did  her  loft  Sons  deplore, 
But  finding  Tears  in  vain,  fhe  wept  no  more. 
Thus  Fire  emits,  and  then  devours  its  Seeds, 
And  on  its  Off-fpring  the  wild  Parent  feeds. 
Thus,when  the  Clouds  have  emptyM  all  theft-  Rain 
They  drink  up  the  exhaufted  ftock  again. 
And  thus  I  belt  receive  the  Tears  I  fhed, 
And  turn  the  Streams  back  to  their  Fountain-head. 

(GROAN 
Then*  what  my  Thoughts  are,  while  I  deepl; 
Only  to  me,  and  him  I  love,  is  known } 
What  I  defign  in  every  filent  VOW, 
Only  my  (elf-,  and  my  Beloved  know; 
And  my  thick  SIGHS  a  myftick  Language  prove. 
Unknown  to  all  but  me  and  Him  I  love. 

How  oft  have  1,  with  pious  Fraud  and  Art, 
fn  a  diflembled  look  bely'd  my  Heart? 

Fleafur 


(5) 

°leafitre  and  Mirth  without  deludes  the  fight, 
tVhile  all  within  is  Torment  in  the  height. 

No  Faith  in  Tears,  for  Tears  have  learnt  deceit, 
<o  Faith  in  Smiles,  unlefs  your  felf  you'd  cheat. 
weepy  the  hafty  World  believes  I'm  fad  \ 
laugh,  and  they  as  faft  conclude  me  glad, 
iow  little  ihows  my  Face  my  Mind's  intent  ? 
[mile  whGiigriev'd,  whenptoV,  I  moft  lament* 
tfot  the  Camelion  changes  more  than  thofe, 
^Vhofe  every  Wifh  new  Mafquerades  expofe  j 
STone  knows  my  fecret  GtOA  NS,  and  TO  JTS, 

and  S1G  HS, 
tone  but  we  Two,  and  only  we  fuffice. 

Heb.  iv.  13. 

Neither  is  there  any  Creature  that  is  not  ma- 
nifest in  his  Sight ,  but  all  Things  are  naked 
and  opened  to  the  Eyes  of  him  with  whom 
tve  have  to  do. 


B  1  SIGHS 


(6) 


Wit7i  ??iy  Strut-  have  I^eJzre? 
thee  i7i  the  717  j hi:  Jja:  q£.  tf. 


To 


(7) 


SIGHS 


O  F    T  H  E 


Penitent  &oal 


BOOK  the  Firfi. 


I. 

With  my  Soul  have  I  de fired  thee  in  the  Night , 
Ifa.  xxvi.  9. 

HO  W  do  my  wandrlng  Thoughts  miftake  their 
And  in  a  Maze  of  darkfom  Error  ftray  ?  (way. 
Loft  in  whofe  difmal  Labyrinth,  I  conclude 
Th'  Egyptian  Plague  is  in  my  Soul  renew'd. 
All  cloudy,  fearful,  horrid  \  not  one  fpark 
Of  Day  j  a  Night  for  Night  it  felf  too  dark. 
No  Scythian  or  Cimmerian  Sky  fb  black,    (forfake  -7 
Tho'  Heav'n's  bright  Lamps  thofe  gloomy  Shades 
Ev'n  Hdl,  where  Night  in  fable  Triumph  dwells, 
Yields  to  the  Terror  of  my  darker  Cells; 

B  4  For 

B 


(8) 

For  tho'  no  favouring  Star  imparts  its  Light, 
To  banilh  thence  the  thick  fnbfiantial  Night, 
Yet  there  fo  much  their  Puniihment  they  feel, 
As  will  not  let  them  be  mfenfible: 
There  the  fad  Shades  bewail  their  want  of  Light , 
And  ev'n  the  dim  Cimmerians  fee  'tis  Night? 
And,  when  the  Scythians  fix  dark  Moons  have  fpent 
Th'  expefted  Day  returns  from  Banifhment. 


But  I  am  to  eternal  Night  confin'd, 
And  what  fhou'd  guide  me, is  it  felf  ftruck  blind. 
There's  not  one  glim'ering  Beam  that  dares  invade 
The  fetled  Horror  of  the  gloomy  Shade. 
Nor  can  I  hope  but  that  I  frill  mull  ftray, 
Since  I  perceive  not  how  I  lofe  my  way  j 
But  love  th'  unhappy  Darknefs  where  I  err, 
AndiV/^kjfoul  Shades,  toDays  bright  Lamp  prefer. 
For  Prides  falfe  light  mifguides  my  wandring  mind, 
And  vain  Ambition  flrikes  my  Judgment  blind: 
Loves  foft  Enchantments  my  weak  Heart  entice  -7 
His  foolijh  Fires  delude  my  dazled  Eyes. 
When  thefe  black  Images  my  thoughts  poffefs, 
The  darknefs  and  the  horror  ilill  increafe. 
My  Eyes  have  their  fucceffive  Night  and  Day, 
And  Heav'n  allows  Them ."an  alternate  Sway : 
Oh !  that  my  Soul  as  happy  were  as  They  I 

That 


(9) 

That  Reafon  jointly  might  with  Will  preflde, 

Whofe  Office  'tis  the  ftragling  Mind  to  guide ! 

They  more  are  griev'd  who  cannot  ufe  their  Sights 
Than  they,  who  never  yet  enjoy'd  the  Light •, 
And  he  that  in  Night's  Shades  has  loft  his  Way, 
Salutes  with  greater  Joy  th'  approaching  Day: 
But  that's  a  Night  too  tedious  to  be  born, 
Which  never  will  admit  the  grateful  Morn. 

When  the  bright  Sun  returns  to  cheer  our  Eyes9 
We  hafle,  like  Perfians,  to  adore  his  Rife; 
Thither  our  early  Homage  we  addrefs, 
And  ftrive  who  firft  (hall  his  kind  Influence  blefs. 
Thus  oft,  on  high,  I  Heav'ns  bright  Orb  furvey'd 
From  Pole  to  Pole,  and  thus  as  oft  have  pray'd  -7 
Shine,  fhine,  my  Sjtn\  bright  Objed  of  my  Song, 
Thou  that  haft  left  my  watchful  Eyes  too  long : 
Rife,  rife,  or  half  thy  beauteous  Face  difplay ! 
if  that's  too  much,  indulge  me  one  fhort&iy. 
£et,  if  that  Blifsts  too  fnblime  for  me, 
3  let  it  be  enough  to've  wjfifd  for  Thee ! 

Bernard  in  Cant.  Serm.  75. 
the  World  has  its  Night  j,  and  thofe  not  a  few.     Alas  I 
why  do  I  fay  its  Nights  \  fence  it  felfis  almofl  one  con- 
tinual Night,  and  always  overfpread  with  Darknefs  ? 

II.  O  God, 


(  io) 


a  dad,  tiunt  hicnteSt^my  Sh** 
jilicily,  and  my  faults  ar±  net 

{hi<Lfre?n  t/ieT    'ftd.ojj- 


(") 


II- 

0  Go  sly  thou  knoweft  my  fimplicityy    and  my  faults 
are  not  hid  from  theey  Pfal.  lxix.  5. 

IF  thou  our  childifh  Follies  can'ft  not  bear, 
Thou,  who  do'ft  all  things  by  wife  Comfels  fleer  5 
Who  can  accepted,  who  can  pardon'd  be, 
Since  none  from  Folly  ^  none  from  Faults  are  free  ? 
Nor  fcapes,  alas,  the  moll  exalted  Mind 
This  Poyfon,  of  fo  fubtil,  ftrange  a  kind  : 
All  whirl'd  about  by  the.fame  giddy  Wind. 
Tis  vain  to  hide  our  Faults,  we've  all  been  frail  7 
Folly's  our  Birth-Right  by  a  long  Entail, 
Since  our  firft  Parents  went  themfelves  aflray, 
And  taught  m  too  to  fool  our  Blifs  away : 
rhey  for  an  Apple  all  Mankind  betray'd  5 
Was  e'er  a  more  imprudent  bargain  made? 
tfor  F fan's  Folly  has  its  parallel, 
Who,  Wretch  !  devour'd  his  Birth-Right  at  a  Meal 

Ev'ii  He, 

Whom  Shcbas  Queen  for  Wifdom  did  prefer, 
^Strange  Weaknefs!)  a&ed  Folly  ev'n  with  Her\> 

Which 


• 


Which  proves  that  King's  Orac'lous  Sentence  tru 
Who  fays,  that  Foots  are  numerous,  Wife-men  few. 
Nor  was  the  prudent  Mofes's  Wifh  in  vain, 
When  he  of  Man's  deftru&ion  did  complain: 
"  O  that  unthinking  Mortals  wou'd  be  wife, 
*c  And  place  their  End  before  their  heedful  Eyes! 
"  Then  Sins  Ihort  Pleafures  they  wou'd  foon  defpife, 
?  Nor  yield,  like  Wax,  to  ev'ry  Stamp  of  Vice. 

Wou'd  any  but  a  ftrange  befotted  Rout, 
Th'  Exiftence  of  a  God  deny,  or  doubt? 
Thefe,  that  in  Sin  they  may  uncheck'd  go  on, 
Perfwade  themfeives  to  a  Belief  of  None. 
Our  very  Crimes  t'improve  our  Folly  tend, 
And  we'are  infatuate^  e'er  we  dare  offend  j 
Nor  does  the  growing  frenzy  here  give  o'er, 
But  from  this  III  runs  headlong  on  to  more : 
We  Caftles  build  in  this  inferiour  Air, 
As  if  to  have  Eternal  Beings  here  : 
But  when  unthought-of  Death  (hall  fnatch  us  hence, 
We  then  fhall  own  the  fond  Improvidence. 
With  eftdlefs  and  unprofitable  toil  \ 
We  flrive  t'enrich  and  beautify  the  Soil  \ 
This  Soil,  which  we  muft  leave  at  laft  behind 
To  thofe  for  whom  our  Pains  were  ne'er  deilgn'd. 

Ho\g 


How  does  our  toil  refemble  Childrens  play^ 
When  they  ereft  an  Edifice  of  Clay  ? 
How  idly  bufy  and  imploy'd  they  are? 
Here,  fome  bring  Straw j  there,  others  Sticks  prepare^ 
This  loads  his  Cart  with  Dirt ;  that  in  a  Shell 
Brings  Water,  that  it  may  be  temper'd  well  -7 
And  in  their  Work  themfelves  they  fondly  pride, 
While  Age  the  childijh  Fabrick  does  deride  : 
>o  on  our  Work  Heav'n  with  contempt  looks  down, 
And  with  a  breath  our  Babel-TowVs  o'rethrown. 

What  ftrange  defire  of  Gems,  what  thirft  of  Gold, 
thofej  drops  of  Rain  congeaPd  -7  that,  ripned  Mold ! 
STet  thefe  fo  much  Mens  nobler  Souls  debafe, 
rhat  they  their  Biifs  in  fuch  mean  trifles  place. 
Ah !  fooliih  Ign'rants !  can  your  Choice  approve, 
>Jo  more  exalted  Objects  of  your  love, 
rhat  all  your  time  in  their  purfuit  you  fpend, 
As  if  Salvation  did  on  them  depend  ? 
Heav'n  may  be  purchas'd  at  an  eafy  rate ; 
Jut,  oh !  how  kw  bid  any  thing  for  That! 
Jnthinking  Men  !  who  Earth  to  Heav'n  prefer, 
And  fading  Joys  to  endlefs  Glory  there! 
The  Crime  of  fuch  an  inconfid'rate  Choice 
Ought  not  pretend  to  Pardon7  ev'n  in  Boys  -y 


For 


For  They  from  Counters  current  Money  know, 
Almoft  as  foon  as  they  have  learnt  to  go : 
But  Men  (oh  fhame)  prize  counterfeit  Delights 
Before  the  Joys  to  which  kind  Heav'n  invites. 

Oh !  for  fome  Artifl  to  retrieve  their  fenfe* 
E're  more  degrees  of  Folly  they  commence  I 

But  by  Heav'n's  piercing  Eye  we  are  defcry'd, 
Which  does  our  Sins  with  Follies  Mantle  hide. 
He's  pleas'd  to  wink  at  Errors  too  in  me, 
And  feeing  feems  as  tho'  he  did  not  fee. 
He  knows  I've  but  a  (lender  flock  of  Wit^ 
And  want  a  Guardian  too  to  manage  it, 
O  then,  fome  kind  Trotettion^  Lord,  affign 
This  Ideot  Sod!  But  'twill  be  beft  in  Thine. 


Chryfoft 


OS) 

Chryfoft.  in  Joann.  Horn.  4." 

*hey  are  no  better  than  Fools^  who  are 
ever^  as  it  were^  dreaming  of  earthly 
things^  and  of  fhort  continuance. 


III.  Have 
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Oprmy  7wsJ  arc  vcxsP.Fj^lk  z 
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III. 

lave  mercy  upon  me,  0  Lord,  for  I  am  weak  :  0 
Lord,  heal  me,  for  my  Bones  are  vexed,  Pfal. 
vi.  2. 

^Hall  my  juft  Grief  be  querulous,  or  mute, 
J  Full  of  Difeafe,  of  Phyfick  deftitute  ? 
thought  thy  Love  fo  conftant  heretofore, 
'hat  Vows  wereneedlefs  to  confirm  me  more  : 
,nd  can'lt  thou  now  abfent,  and  flight  my  Pain  ? 
t7hat  fault  of  mine  has  caus'd  this  cold  Difdain  f 

O  belt  Phyfician  of  my  hve-Jick  Soul, 
i/hofe  fight  alone  will  make  thy  Patient  whole ; 
hou  who  hail  caus'd,  can9  ft  thou  forget  my  Grief, 
/hich  only  from  its  Author  leeks  Relief? 

ShoWd  they  whofe  Art  gave  dying  Fame  nevfi  breath, 
\nd  r  efcrfd  their  furviving  Names  from  Death  : 
hey  in  whofe  fight  no  bold  Difeafe  durft  ft  and, 
Ht  trembling  vaniftd  at  their  leaft  command', 
hey  who  each  Simple's  forfnigb  Virtue  knew, 
}ndto  their  ends  coud  well  apply  them  too: 

G  Sko;id 
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Should  they  their  Skill  in  tedious  Confute  try, 

All,  all  woifd  fail  to  eafe  my  mifery  ; 

All  their  Frefcriptions  without  Thine  are  vain, 

Thine  only  fuit  the  Nature  of  my  Tain* 

Thou  who  haft  caused,  can'ft  thou  forget  my  Grie 

Which  only  from  its  Author  feeks  Relief  ? 


; 


See !  my  parch'd  Tongue  my  inward  heat  declares* 
And  my  quick  Pulfe  proclaims  inteftine  Wars^ 
While  fo  much  Blood's  profufely  fpent  within, 
That  not  one  drop  can  in  my  Cheeks  be  feen: 
And  the  fame  Pulfe  that  once  gave  brisk  Alarms, 
Beats  a  dead  March  in  my  deje&ed  Arms : 
My  Doclorsfigh,  andjhrugging  take  their  leave, 
And  me  to  Heav'n  and  a  cold  Grave  bequeath, 
While  more  than  they  the  fatal  fenfe  I  feel 
Of  my  loft  Health,  and  their  fuccefsful  Skill. 

What  can  the  Patient  hope,  when  ev'n  defpair 
Difcourages  the  loft  Phyfician's  care  ! 
The  fubtle  Foyfon  creeps  through  all  my  Veins, 
And  in  my  Bones  the  fierce  contagion  reigns : 
My  drooping  Head  flies  to  my  Hands  for  aid, 
But  by  the  feeble  Props  is  foon  betray 'd : 
Now  my  laft  breath  is  ready  to  expire, 
And  I  muft  next  to  Death's  dark  Cell  retire. 

Vainlj 
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Vainly  I  ftrive  my  other  Pains  to  tellj 

Becaufe  their  number's  unaccountable. 

[n  this  forlorn  unpity'd  ftate  I  lie, 

While  he  who  can  relieve  me,  lets  me  die. 

My  Face  all  chang'd,  and  out  of  knowledge  grown* 

v'n  I  am  fcarce  perfwaded  'tis  my  own. 
My  Eyes  have  fhrunk  for  fhelter  to  my  Head, 
And  on  my  Cheek  the  Rofe  hangs  pale  and  dead. 
No  pow'r  cou'd  drive  the  fierce  Difeafe  away, 
Nor  force  th'  infulting  Vi&or  from  his  prey. 
My  Bed  1  loath ,  nor  can  it  fleep  procure ; 
My  feflring  Wounds  no  Surgion's  hands  endure. 

(hesrr* 
My  Wounds— But  oh!  that  word  has  pierc'd  my 

The  very  mention  does  renew  their  fmart} 

My  Wounds  gape  wide,  as  they  wou'd  let  in  Death, 

And  make  quick  PaiTage  for  my  flitting  Breath : 

Nor  can  they  ev'n  the  lighteft  touch  endure, 

But  dread  the  Hand  that  wou'd  attempt  their  Cure, 

For,-  Lord,  my  Wounds  are  from  the  Darts  of  Sin* 

That  rage  and  torture  my  griev'd  Soul  within: 

Here  an  hydropick  thirft  of  Riches  reigns, 

And  their  Pride's  flatuous  humour  fwefls  my  Veins: 

Nextfrantick  Pajfion  plays  the  Tyrant's  part, 

And  Lowo'er-fpreading Cancer  gnaws  my  Heart. 

e  2  . .  ©5 
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Ofc  to  the  learn'd  I  made  my  fufPerings  known, 
Oft  try'd  their  Skill,  but  found  Redrefs  from  nont' 
Not  all  the  virtue  of  Bethefdah  Pool, 
Without  thy  help,  could  ever  make  me  whole. 
Then  to  what  heahng  Altar  fhou'd  I  flie, 
But  that  whofe  froftrate  Viftims  never  die  ? 
To  Thee,  Health-giver  to  the  World,  I  kneel, 
Who  mod  can'ft  pity  what  thy  felf  didfl  feel : 
There's  no  found  part  in  all  my  tortur'd  Soul : 
But,  if  thou  wilt,  Lord,  thou  eanfi  make  me  whole. 
See  where,  to  cruel  Thieves,  a  helplefs  prey, 
Wounded  and  rob'd  I'm  left  upon  the  way. 
O  Good  Samaritan!  my  Heart  revive 
With  Wine  •,  my  Wounds  fome  Balm  of  G Head  give. 
Then  take  me  home,  left  if  I  here  remain, 
My  Foes  return,  and  make  thy  Succour  vain* 


Aug. 
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Aug.de  Verb.Dom.  Serm.  55.  cap.  55. 

The  whole  World,  from  Eafi  to  Weft,  lies  very 
ftck ;  but  to  cure  this  very  fick  World,  there 
defcends  an  Omnipotent  PhyfitiazL  who  humbled 
himf elf  even  to  the  JJfumptionlf  a  mortal  Bo- 
dy, as  if  he  had  gone  into  the  Bed  of  the  Dif- 
eafed. 


G  3  IV.  Look 
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.'Cj&k,  u/t&n   my  arfvcrttty  and.   mi: 

Scryt  (and  fa\7We   mc  a//  my  Sin 


(*?) 


IV. 

Look  upon  my  adverfity  and  miferj,  and  forgive 
me  all  my  fin,  PfaL  xxv.  17. 

CAn  all  my  Sufferings  no  Compaffion  move, 
And  wou  dft  thou  yet  perfwade  me  thou  dolt 

'Thas  oft  been  faid,  believe  it  he  that  he  will !  (love ; 

That  thofe  who  Love,  each  others  torment  feel. 

Canft  thou  behold  my  Grief,  and  feek  no  way 

For  my  redrefs?  True  Love  brooks  no  delay. 

See  what  a  fervile  Yoak  my  Neck  fuftains, 

WJhofeJhame  is  more  affli&ing  than  its  fains ! 

With  any  task  my  Soul  wou'd  be  content, 

But  one  whofe  Scandal  is  a  pptnifoment. 

Had  my  Affliftions  any  parallel, 

Taught  by  Example,  I  fhou'd  bear  them  well : 
And  'twou'd,  amidft  my  Woes,  bring  fome  Relief, 
To  have  more  Jhodders  to  fupport  the  Grief: 
For  bravefl  Heroes  oft  have  felt  the  weight 
Of  their  injurious  Step-dame  Fortunes  Hate. 
Thus  our  famd  Martyr,  in  his  Murd'rers  ftead, 
JBow'd  to  a  Rebel  Ax  His  Sacred  Head  -7 

C  4  While 
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While  His  great  Son,  a  Prince  of  high  Renown, 

The  Heir  of  His  bright  Fathers  Name  and  Crown  ', 

In  an  obfcure,  ignoble  Banifhment, 

Did  His  own  Fate,  and  Rebels  Guilt  prevent. 

Sad  Inftances  of  Mans  uncertain  State! 

Yet  'tis  no  Crime  to  be  unfortunate : 

But  my  bafe  Slav'ry  is  alone  my  blame, 

And  lefs  to  be  bewail'd  with  Tears,  than  Shame; 

And  to  a  heavier  fum  my  Woes  amount, 

Since  I  muft  place  them  to  my  own  account. 

Like  captiv'd  Sampfon  I  am  driv'n  about, 

The  drudge  and  fcorn  of  an  infulting  Rout. 

Around  I  draw  the  heavy  reft  lefs  Wheel, 

And  find  my  endlefs  Task  beginning  ft  ill: 
Within  this  Circle  by  ftrange  Magick  bound, 

Tm  ft  ill  in  Motion,  yet  1  gain  no  Ground. 
O!  that  fome  ufaal  Labor  were  injoyn'd, 

And  not  the  Tyrant  Hce  enflav'd  my  mind  ! 

No  weight  of  Chains  cou'd  grieve  my  captive  Hands, 

Like  the  loath'd  Drudgery  of  its  bafe  Commands  -, 

By  this  a  double  mifery  I  contract, 

Ev'n  I. condemn  the  hated  Ills  I  act. 

Yet  of  my  Chains  Tm  not  £b  weary  grown. 

But  that  I  Hill  am  putting  others  on. 

For  Sjq  has  always  this  attending  Curfe, 

To  back  the  firft  Tra.n?refion  with  a.  worfe  | 

This 
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'his  to  my  forrow,  I  too  often  find ! 

etno  Experience  warns  my  heedlefs  mind, 
'hus  Vice  and  Finite  do  my  Soul  divide, 
ike  a  Ship  toft  between  the  Wind  and  Tide, 
lea/are,  the  Bawd  to  Vice,  here  draws  me  in, 
"he re,  Grief,  its  Follow  V,  pulls  me  back  from  Sin : 
et  Pleafure  oft  comes  Conqueror  from  the  Field, 
j/hilftl  to^'rf,  inglorious  Homage  yield, 
"ho'  Grief  does  ftill  withffo  in  triumph  ride, 
lac'd  like  a  S/*w  by  that  great  Conqttrors  fide, 
"hus  f7c*  and  Virtue  have  alternate  fway, 
Vhile  1,  with  endlefs  labour,  Both  obey  : 
knd  to  increafe  my  pains,  as  if  too  fmall, 
%  64*9  feW  comes  in  the  rear  of  all, 
pd  with  deep  piercing  ftrokes  corredsme  more, 
•or  what  was  puniuYd  in  it  [elf  before. 
rhus guilty  Souls  in  Hell  arefcoitrgdfor  Sin ; 
rheir  never-ending  Pains  thus  ftill  begin. 

Canit  thou,  unkind!  behold  my  wretched  Fate  ? 
:anft  thou  behold,  and  not  Commiferate? 
_ook  on,  O  fee  if  cauilefs  I  complain  1 
3  hold  thy  Hand,  and  mitigate  my  Pain  t 

Aug.  in  Pfal  xxxyi. 
Ifttffoft  the  World  is  called  a  Mill,  becaufe  it  is  tlirn'4 

about  on  the  Wheels  of  Time,  and  grinds  and  cm- 

ihes  tho[e  that  mo  ft  admire  it. 

t  y.  Remem- 
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'JknuvnlerJ' fcjees/t  i/icc,  f/mt  Msn  List- 
t/tiida  me  aS  'Me {clii//  »///«/  fvt/i'  f/um 
,1'nnj.me  tttfr  JuSl'  aabinc*  />/•.  /„>.«./. 
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[ewember,  lbeefeecb  thee,  that  thou  haft  made 
me  as  the  Clay,  and  wilt  thou  bring  me  into 
Duft  again?  Jobx.  9, 

As  Provident  regard  to  things  below  ? 

.  Or  does  it  flight  what  it's  not  fleas' d  to  know  ? 
rhat  the  great  Author  of  this  brittle  Frame 
forgets  from  what  Original  it  came? 

Ages,  to  Thee  are  but  as  yefterday : 

And  canfi  thou,  Lord,  forget  thy  humble  Clay  ? 

Formd  with  a  touch,   and  quickened  with  a  breath; 

In  onefhort  moment  made,  and  doonrd  to  death. 

If  thou  haft  this  forgot,  receive  from  me 

The  ftrange  relation  of  the  Hiftory. 

When  this  great  Fabrick  of  the  World  was  rear% 

And  its  Original  Nothing  difappeard, 

Then,  in  the  clofe  of  the  Sixth  bufie  day, 

Thou  with  a  glance  didft  the  whole  Work  furvey  °v 

And  pie  as  d  with  that  fair  product  of  thy  Fowr, 

Woudft  copyt  o'er  again  in  Miniature  ; 

Then 
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Then  was  with  all  the  Art  of  Heaven  defign'd, 
The  mortal  Image  of  th'  immortal  Mind. 
Bieft  Eden  was  the  place  which  gave  him  Birth, 
And  as  he  lightly  leapt  from  Mother  Earth, 
Pleas'd  Heav'n  and  Nature  fmiling  greet  his  rife,  I 
And  bid  him  welcome  into  Paradife. 
Hard  by  a  filver  Stream  did  gently  pafs 
Stealing  its  fecret  Path  along  the  Grafs  • 
But  foon  its  head-ftrong  Waves  more  fiercely  hurl'd 
To  view  the  New-bom  Matter  of  the  World: 
Thence  in  fouritreams  to  diftant  Regions  ftray, 
And  bear  the  wondrous  Tidings  wide  away. 
Herefrom  a  Lump  of  defpkable  Earth, 
Had  Man  (the  lefs,  but  Nobler  World)  his  Birth ,  \ 
The  Nobler,  fince  in  his  fmalLFrame  we  view 
At  once  the  World  and  its  Creator  too. 
put 'things  of  fine  ft  texture  fir f  decay, 
And Heavns  great  Mafier-piete  is  brittle  Clay  ; 
Ruined  by  that  which  does  its  worth  advance, 
And^  dafiid  to  puccs  by  the  leaj}  mifihance. 

This  frail,  this  tranfitory  Thing  am  /, 
Who  only  live,  to  Uam  the  way  to  die: 
So  foon  full  Eat*  to  its  fir -ft  Matter  turn, 
The  curious  StruChtre  of  this  living  Vm. 
Thus  China- VefTels,  wrought  wnh  Art  and  Pain, 
Are,  without  either,  turn" d  to  Dufi  again. 

Sad 
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tcb  is  ttf  uncertainty  of  humane  ft  ate, 
tch  the  deftrnttive  hafte  of  neceffary  Fate  I 

Why  then,  my  God,  does  fwift-pac'd  Time  betray, 
/hat  of  it  felf's  fo  fubjed  to  decay? 
kH  to  the  Grave,  their  Centre,  freely  bend, 
,nd  thither,  preit  with  their  own  weight,  defend; 
ate  needs  not  any  hafty  vi'lence  ufe, 
^o  force  a  motion,  which  unurg'd  they  chufe. 

Did  I  the  Stars  more  tcmper'd  matter  fhare, 
feii  they  firft  fell,  1  no  decay  Ihou'd  fear: 
)r  cou'd  I  like  thunbody'd  Angels  be, 
ike  them,  Yd  triumph  o'er  Mortality. 
L  /,  like  Infetts,  fitre,  derive  my  Birth 
romfome  Flebeian,  f  unifying  Earth. 
Vhy  did  not  Heav'n an  Iron  temper  grant, 
)r  hew  me  from  a  Rock  of  Adamant? 

But  how  dare  I  with  Heav  n  expoltulate, 
)r  blame  the  frailty  of  .my  mortal  frate? 
for  ought  prou  d  Clay  its  Potter  e'er  upbraid, 
for  fcorns  he  that  weak  Veffel  which  he  has  made. 

Rupert,  in  Jerem.  lib.  i.  cap.  4. 
Dares  the  unhafpy  Clay  blafpheme  the  fingers  of  in  Fet- 
ter? Howfol  becaufe  the  Potter  comrafting  his  fin- 
gers, and  ftrihing  the  Veffel  with  his  whole  hand,  it 
is  violently  daftfd  to  peces. 

VI.  I  have 
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have  finned,  what  fhall  1  do  unto  thee,  0  thou 
Preferver  of  Men  ?  Why  haft  thoufet  me  a*  * 
Mark  againft  thee?  Job  vii.  20. 

TIs  juft,  nor  will  I  longer  hide  my  lhame, 
But  own  my  felf  egregioufly  to  blame: 
4y  Sins  to  fuch  a  mighty  fum  amount, 
rhat  hope  of  Pardon  wou'd  increafe  th'  account; 
^nd  the  black  Cat'logue  of  their  unwip  d  fcore, 
ills  for  more  Plagues  than  Vengeance  has  in  flore* 

I  own  it,  Lord,  nor  juft  Dishonour  fear  ; 
Since  fitblick  Funijhment  I  ought  to  bear. 
Here,  at  thy  Feet,  I  humbly  proftrate  bow, 
And  beg  my  Sentence  from  thy  Mouth  to  know. 
Shall  my  own  Hand  thy  dread  Revenge  prevent, 
And  make  my  felf  my  own  fad  Monument  I 
Shall  I  with  Gifts  thy  loaden  Altar  crown, 
Or  facrifice  the  Beaft,  my  felf,  thereon  ? 
(Thofure  my  Blood  mud  that  bleft  flace  frofbane. 
And  give  what  it  fljoud  eleanfe  a  fouler  ft  tin.) 

AH 


(  JO 

All  this,  and  more,  if  poflible  to  do, 
Wou'd  fall  far  fhort  to  pay  the  Debt  I  owe* 
But  thou  art  not  fevere,  nor  hard  to  pleafe, 
Whom  Blood  and  Slaughter  oniy  can  appeafe  : 
Thy  Sword  thy  conquer  d  Foe  has  often  fpar'd, 
And  thence  the  beft,  the  nobleft  Trophies  rear'd, 
No  tyrant  Paflion  rages  in  thy  Breafr, 
But  the  meak  Dove  builds  there  her  peaceful  Nell  % 
Kind  Guardian  of  the  World !  our  Help,  our  Aid, 
To  whom  the  Vows  of  all  Mankind  are  made : 
Who  when  thou  woud^ft  thy  height  of  Anger  mow, 
A  fudden  Calm  unbends  thy  threatning  brow  ± 
How  kindly  doft  thou  raife  the  proflrate  Foe, 
With  the  fame  hand  that  fhou'd  have  ftruck  the  blow 

Wou'dfl  thou  permit — But  oh !  what  Eloquence 
Can  withfuccefs  appear  in  my  defence? 
Yet  let  me,  Lord,  plead  for  my fifc  and  Thee, 
Left  evn  thy Caufe,  as  mine,  may  in jur'd be. 
Lord,  I  confefs  Vve  fmndy  bat  not  done  -y 
Wilt  thou  impute  a  common  Guilt  to  One? 
Thy  bare-fae'd  Rebels  Hill  unpunifh'dgo, 
As  if  thou  mindedft  nothing  here  below, 
llnplagu'd,  like  other  Men,  thebrutiihS7P/W, 
Wallow  i'th'  fowl  excefs  of  Loft  and  Wine : 


Yet 
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fet  dofl:  thou  ftop  thy  Arrows  on  the  firing, 

krrefl  thy  brandifh'd  Thunder  on  the  Wing ; 

Iheath  thy  red  Sword,    juffc  lifted  for  the  blow, 

ind  in  its  room  mild  Olive-branches  fhow. 

lut  ev'ry  flip,   each  inadvertencie, 

s  magnify* d  to'infujprable  in  mei 

'  am  'the  Mark  of  ev'ry  wounding  flroke, 

is  if  I  only  did  thy  wrath  provoke. 

^his  I  confefs7  All  I,  alas  !   can  do  : 

yoear  my  Pray'r,  with  my  Confeffion  too ! 

iccept  the  good  EfFe&s  of  an  ill  Caufe, 

4nd  pardon  Sin,   that  gains  thee  mofl  applaufe. 

-  Forgive  me,  Conqu'ror  !  flnce  thou  muft  confefs? 

1  Had  I  not  Err'd,  thy  Glory  had  been  lefs. 

Greg,  in  7  cap.  Job,  lib.  8,  cap.  23. 

men  God  fets  Man  as  a  mark  againft  him,  when 
Man  by  finning  has  forfaken  God  :  But  our  jufb 
Creator  fet  him  as  a  mark  agawft  him  ;  becaufe 
he  thought  him  his  Enemy  by  his  naughtinefs. 


P  vn,  wktrt* 
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VII. 

Vherefore   kidefi  thou    thy  Face,     and   holdejt 
me  for  thine  Enemy  ?  Job  xiij.  24. 

[S't  my  great  Error  ^  or  thy  fmall  Refpett, 
That  I  am  treated  with  this  cold  negleB  f 
thought  thy  frowns  were  but  diffembled  heat7 
knd  all  thy  threatning  looks  an  amorous  cheat, 
p  tender  Mothers  draw  the  Bread  away, 
ro  urge  their  pretty  Innocents  to  play  \ 
)r  as  the  Nurfe  feems  to  deny  a  Kifs, 
fo  make  the  fonder  fuppliant  fted  the  Blifs  i 
0  I  believ'd  thou  didft  abfcond,   and  flee 
)nly  to  make  me  faftef  follow  thee, 
lut  now,  (  alas ! )  'tis  eamefl  all,  I  find, 
Ud  not  pretended  Anger,  but  defigrid : 
4y  kind  Embrace  you  coldly  entertain, 
ks  if  we  never  fhou'd  be  Friends  again  : 
^nd  with  fuch  eager  hafte  my  prefence  fhuri, 
Ks  Men  from  Monfters  or  InfeBlon  run  \ 
\%  if  my  looks,  wou'd  turn  you  into  Stone  : 
fat  fear  not  thaty   the  work's  already  done  } 

D  2  $0 
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So  cold  you  arey  fo  fenfelefs  of  my  fmartj 
Some  Maakk  fare  has  petrify' d  your  Heart. 
O  let  me  know  what  Crime  I  muft  deplore, 
That  lets  me  fee  your  dear+lotfd  Face  no  more  ! 
Ah  !  why  that  Face  mult  I  no  longer  fee, 
Which  ne'er,  till  now,  once  lookt  unkind  on  mi 
Sure  you  believe  there's  Poyfon  in  my  Breath, 
Or  that  my  Eyes  dart  unavoided  Death. 
Prevent  the  danger  with  thy  conqu'ring  Eye, 
Vnfheath  its  Raysy  and  let  t\P  Offender  die  : 
Or  elfe  difoharge  a  frown,    and  ftrike  me  dead. 
For  more  than  Death  /  your  Difpleafure  dread. 
Your  Eyes  are  all  I  wifh,  let  them  be  mine,  v 
The  Suny  unmift  by  me,  may  ceafe  to  fhine  : 
Fair  Cynthia's  beauteous  Eyes,  I  can  contemn, 
Tho*  all  the  Lamps  of  Night  fetch  Beams  from  then 
But  if,  my  Life,  my  Soul,  thou  Thine  deny, 
Heart-broke,  in  darknels  and  defpair  I  dye. 
And  if  thy  very  Abfence  caufe  fuch  pain, 
Guefs  what  my  Torment  is  to  Love,  but  Love  in  vm 
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Amb.  Apolog.  pro  David. 

rf  any  of  our  Servants  offend,  us^  we  are  wont 
not  to  look  upon  them  :  If  this  be  thought  a 
Punijhment  among  Men,  typ  much  more 
with  God  ?  for  you  fee  that  God  turned  away 
his  face  from  the  Offering  of  Cain. 


D  3  VIII.  0 


(?8) 


Omatmy^Biadtverc  WakrJt  <u?d_ 
(7?un/it  71  *ecp  J.7i  -fin  J  711.7/1 '£ Tcf  Uj.x. 

' — y  :r.  ss. 


<?9) 


VIII. 

0  that  my  Head  were  Waters,  and  mine  Eyes  a 
Fountain  of  Tears,  that  I  might  weep  Day 
and  Night !   Jer.  ix.  i . 

OH !  that  my  Head  were  one  vaftfource  of  Tears, 
With  bubling  Streams  as  num'rous  as  ray  Hairs  t 
My  Face  a  Plain,  which  briny  Floods  fhotild  drown, 
JAnd  fcorning  banks,  come  proudly  rolling  down. 
(that  Grief  with  inexhauftible  fupplies, 
Worfd  fill  the  Ciftems  of  my  flowing  Eyes  / 
'Till  the  fierce  Torrents  which  thofe  Springs  impart 
\Flow  down  my  Breafi,  and  ftagnate  round  my  Heart. 

Not  all  the  Tears  the  Royal  Pfalmift  Ihed, 
With  which  his  Couch  was  wt/Pd,  himfelf  was  fed  -7 
Nor  thofe  which  once  the  weeping  Mary  pour'd, 
On  the  (Jear  Feet  of  her  fmivim  Lord  ; 
Nor  thofe  which  drown'd  the  great  Apoftle\  Bread, 
\  Whofe  boafled  Zeal  fhrunk  at  th'  affrighting  Tefi  -7 
Nor  thefe,  nor  more  than  thefe,  cm  e'er  fitffice, 
To  cleanfe  the  flains  of  my  Impieties. 

D  4  Give 
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Give  me  the  undifcover'd  fource  of  Me, 

That  with  fev'n  Streams  o'erflows  th'  Egyptian  Soil 

Or,  Noah  !   let  thy  Deluge  be  renew 'd, 

Till  I  am  drowned  in  the  impetuous  Flood  ', 

Till  Tow'rs,  and  Trees,  and  Hills  appear  no  more  ; 

Ml  one  vaft  Defart  Sea,  without  a  Shore. 

O  thtit  ihefe  Fountains  wou'd  their  Courfe  begin, 
And  flow  as  faft  as  1  made  hafte  to  Sin ! 
The  weeping  Limbech  never  jhou'd  give  o're, 
Jill  their  lafl  drop  had  emptfd  all  their  ftore. 
Happy  ye  Fountains  which  for  ever  flow, 
Whofe  endlefs  Streams  no  Drouth  or  Summer  know. 
O  that  my  Eyes  had  all  the  Drops  which  fell 
From  this  fair  Spring,  or  that  eternal  Weill 
How  do  I  grudge  the  Clouds  their  envfd  Rain  ! 
How  wijh  the  boundlefs  Treafures  of  the  Main  I 
Then  jhmU  my  Tears,  like  that,  juft  motion  hep, 
And  1  fhorfd  take  a  jtrange  delight  to  weep. 
JSTor  the  fwift  current  of  my  Grief  forbid, 
Till  in  the  Waves  this  little  World  were  hid  -, 
Hid,  as  the  neighb'ring  Valleys  are  o'refpread, 
When  the  warm  Sun  melts  Pindus  fnowy  head. 
The  great  Adrian,  found  in  Jordan's  Seas, 
4  happy  McdYms  for  his  foul  Difeafe  -7 


Bftp 


(40 

ut  what  kind  Torrent  will  my  Cure  begin, 
tnd  cleanfe  my  filthier  Leprofie  of  Sin  ? 

See  /  from  my  Saviour^  fide  a  ftream  of  Blood  / 
1  bath  my  felf  in  that  Redeeming  Flood : 
'hat  healing  Torrent  was  on  fttrpofe  fpilt, 
o  wajh  my  Stains^  and  expiate  all  my  Guilt, 
'hat  ever-flowing  Ocean  will  fuffice 
or  the  defett  of  my  exhaufted  Eyes. 

Hieron.  in  Jerem.  cap.  9. 

/  were  all  dijfolv'd  to  Tears,  and  thofe  not 
only  fome  few  drops,  but  an  Ocean  or  4 
Deluge,  1  jhould  never  weep  enough, 
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IX. 

The  pains  of  Hell  came  about  me :   The  fnares 
of  Death  overtook  me,  Pfal.  xviij.  4. 

WHile  in  this  fad  Diftrefs  ray  felf  I  view, 
Methinks  I  make  that  Heathen  Fable  true ; 
[Of  him  whofe  bleeding  mangled  Carcafs  lay, 
iTo  his  own  Hounds  expos'd  a  helplefs  Prey. 
|Long  I  the  Pleafures  of  the  Wood  purfu'd, 
'Till,  like  its  Beafts,  my  felf  grew  wild  and  rude ; 
I  hop'd  with  Hunting  to  divert  my  Care, 
But  almoft  fell  my  felf7  into  the  Snare. 

Yet  to  thofe  Woods  (alas  J)  I  did  not  go, 
Whofe  inn'cent  Sports  give  Health  and  Pleafure  too. 
I  fpread  no  Toils  to  take  the  tim'rous  Deer, 
Nor  aim'd  my  Javlin  at  the  rugged  Bear. 
Happy,  had  I  my  Time  fo  well  imploy'd, 
J^or  had  I  been  by  my  own  Game  deftroy'd : 
I  had  not  then  mif-pent  my  Youthful  Days, 
Nor  torn  my  Flefli  among  (harp  Thorny  ways. 


But 
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But  I  (alas!)  flill  ply'd  the  fparkling  Wine^ 
That  poyfnous  Juice  of  the  pernicious  Vk*\ 
And  this  expos'd  me  to  Love's  fatal  Dart, 
The  falfe  betray'r  of  my  unguarded  Heart  : 
Thou  Love ,  haft  thy  fly  Nets,  and  fubtle  Charms  \ 
Nor  are  tby  Bow  and  Dart  thy  only  Arms. 
And  treacherous  Wine  does  fatal  Weapons  bear  \ 
The  Glafs  is  more  deftru&ive  than  the  Spear. 
Thus  Sampfon,  by  his  Dalila  betray'd, 
Was  Hers,  and  then  his  En'mies  Captive  made  : 
7hus,  when  too  freely  Noah  had  us'd  the  Vine^ 
He  who  efcafd  the  Flood,  lay  drowrfd  in  Wine. 

Thus  Love,  by  me  purfu'd  (alas  !)  too  faft, 
Seiz'd  my  loft  Soul,  and  prey 'd  on  me  at  laft  \ 
Within  whofe  clofe  incircling  Toils  befet, 
I  feem'd  a  Beaft  juft  fall'n  into  the  Net: 
Deftroy'd  by  what  my  Inclination  fought, 
As  Birds  by  their  frequented  Lirm-twigs  caught  \ 
For  Death  around,  its  fubde  Nets  does  fpread, 
Fine  as  the  texture  of  the  Spiders  Web : 
And  as  perdue  that  watchful  Robber  lies, 
His  buzzing  Prey  the  better  to  furprize  \ 
But,  taught  by  Motion  when  the  Booty's  nigh, 
Leaps  out,  and  feizes  the  entangled  Fly  : 


Or 
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3r  as  a  Fowler,  with  his  hidden  Snare, 
:ontrives  t'entrap  the  Racers  of  the  Air ; 
While  to  conceal  and  farther  the  Deceit, 
3e  ftrows  the  Ground  with  his  deflruaive  Meat  * 
\nd  fattens  Birds  of  the  fame  kind,  to  Sing, 
knd  weakly  flutter  on  their  captive  Wing  : 
So  Death  the  Wretch  into  his  Snare  decoys, 
&nd  with  pretended  Happinefs  deftroys  •. 
kbove  the  Nets  we  think  a  leap  to  take, 
But  head-long  drop  into  th'  infernal  Lake. 

Amb.  lib.  4.  in  cap.  4.  Luc#. 

The  reward  of  Honour s,  the  height  of  Tower,  the  deli- 
cacy of  Diet,  and  the  beauty  of  m  Harlot,  are  the 
fnares  of  the  Devil. 

Idem,  de  bono  mortis. 

Whilfi  thonfeehft  Pleafures,  thou  runnefi  into  Snares ; 
for  the  Eye  of  the  Harlot  is  the  Snare  of  the  A- 
dulterer. 


X.  Enter 
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X. 

Inter    not  into    'Judgment   with  thy    Servant, 
0  Lord,  Pfal.  cxliij.  2. 

rH  E  Mafter's  Gains  to  a  fmall  Sum  amount, 
That  calls  his  Servant  to  a  drift  Account ; 
Ud  tho'  the  Servant  has  not  wrong'd  his  Truft, 
jvhere's  the  Applaufe  of  being  only  Juft  f 
fainly  the  leafier  does  a  Suit  begin, 
fo  gain  a  Vift'ry  he  muft  Blufli  to  win : 
Ind  if  Pm  over  guilty  made,  no  doubt 
muft:  go  feek  forne  other  Mafter  out. 
Relieve  me,  Lord,  to  be  Severe  with  me^ 
Will  wrong  thee  more  than  my  Offending  thee* 
'  am  fo  much  too  mean  for  thy  Regard, 
Twill  lefTen  thee  to  mind  how  I  have  ErPd. 
What !  mull  thy  Regiftries  the  f  leadings  fhow, 
•woln  with  the  Hift'ry  of  my  Overthrow  f 
Dr  can  I  hope  my  Caufe  fhou'd  Thine  out-do, 
Where  Thou  fit'ft  Judge,  that  art  the  Flanufftoo  ? 
What  Eloquence  can  Plead  with  fuch  fuccefs, 
r/o  free  the  Wretch  that  does  his  Debt  confefs  ? 

Alas? 
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Alas !  what  Advocate  belt  read  in  Laws, 
Can  weaken  Thine,   or  re~inforce  my  Caufe  f 
Ah  !  not  too  ftridtly  my  Accounts  furvey, 
Nor  for  Abatements  let  me  vainly  pray. 
Both  Heav'n  and  Earth  thy  boundlefs  Mercy  kno 
To  Pardon ,  eafie  ;    and  to  Punijh,  flow  : 
Ev*n  when  our  Crimes  full  thy  juft  Vengeance  dow\ 
*Tis  rather  Grief,  than  Anger,  makes  thee  frown 
And  when  chou  dofl  our  Punifhment  decree, 
Thou  feefl  our  Stripes  with  more  Concern  than  w< 
And  dofl:  Chaflife  us  at  fo  mild  a  rate, 
That  what  we  bear,   we  fcarce  wou'd  deprecate: 
And  tho'  our  felves  we  had  the  Judges  been, 
We  hardly  fhou'd  have  lightlier  touch'd  our  Sin. 
But  tho'  this  Character  is  All  thy  due, 
Let  me  thy  light  eft  Cenfures  undergo } 
For  tho'  thy  Mercy  does  no  Limits  know, 
Thy  Juftice  mull  have  Satisfaction  too. 
Thefe  Attributes  in  equal  Ballance  lye, 
And  neither  mull  the  Others  Right  deny. 
No  melting  PafFion  can  affecT;  thy  Breaft, 
Nor  foft  Intreaties  Charm  thy  Hand  to  reft  { 
Nor  baffled  Eloquence  dares  here  engage, 
But  wants  it  felf  fome  happier  Patronage. 
No  Fee,  no  Bribe,  no  Trick  in  all  the  Laws, 
Can  e'er  prevail  to  carry  fuch  a  Caufe. 


(49) 
'tis  vain  with  Thee,  Lord,  co  commence  a  Suit, 
Whofe  awful  prefence  ftrikes  all  Pleaders  mute. 
No  other  Judge  fo  terrible  can  be, 
To  make  me  fear  bis  ftriftefi  Scrutiny^ 
put  Thy  Tribunal,  Lord,  with  dread  I  view, 
Where  thou  art  Mmmfc  judge,  and  Witnefs  too  5 
Where, when  my  Sentence  fvomThy  Mouth  is  come, 
No  Pie*  can  urge  Thee  to  reverfe  the  Doom. 
Bow  this  dread  place  augments  theGuilty's  fear, 
Where  fo  much  awe  and  gravity  appear  I 
iv'n  He  whofe  Reas'ning  did  this  Truth  ahert, 
hnd  /hot  a  trembling  into  Felix  Heart; 
i^Vho  did  not  his  own  Judgment-Seat  decline, 
Bou'd  without  trembling  never  think  of  Thine. 
\Xi&  Wifdom's famous  Oracle  denies 
Phe  pureft  Soul  unblemifh'd  in  Thy  Eyes -, 
[Vhofe  pious  Father  (after  thine  own  heart] 
peclares  Thy  Wrath  the  bell  of  Man's  defert. 
aid  Job  allures  us,  that  the  Stars,  whofe  Light 
:hears  with  kind  infi'ence  our  admiring  fight  ° 
rho'  glorious  all  in  our  dim  Eyes  they  fhine, 
.re  only  fmall  Opacons  Orbs  in  thine, 
ow  then  can  weaker  Beams  fupport  that  weight, 
/hich  ihook  thefePillars  with  fuch  ilrange  affright  ? 
r  how  can  humble  Hyffopkeep  its  Wall, 
fhen  Libanush  ftatelieft  Cedars  fall? 

£  When 
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When  I  behold  my  large  unblotted  Score, 
And  think  what  Plagues  thy  Vengeance  has  in  ftoi 
An  icy  Horror  chills  my  freezing  Blood, 
And  flops  the  adive  Motion  of  its  Flood. 

As  fome  fale  Caftive,  when  condemned  to  Death, 
Loath  to  refign,  ev'n  his  laft  gaft  of  Breath, 
Beholds,  with  an  intent  and  fteddy  Eye, 
The  dreadful  Infxmment  of  Fate  rais'd  high: 
Yet  ftill  unwilling  from  this  World  to  go, 
Shms  with  a  Start  the  dvfaflointed  Blow: 
So,  when  1  fee  thy  Book,  in  which  are  writ 
All  the  black  Crimes  I  raJUy  did  commit, 

Amaz'd,  I  fly  thy  Ban — 

For  how  can  Sinners  that  &M  Place  abide 
Whcie  ev'n  the  Righteous  fcarce  are  juftity  d  i 
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Bernard.  Serm.  6.  fuper,  Beati  qui,  &c. 

rhat  can  be  thought  fo  fearful,  what  fo  full  of 
Trouble  and  Anxiety,  as  to  Jland  to  be  judged 
atfuch  a  Tribunal,    and  to  expetf  an  uncer- 
tain Sentence  from  fush  a  fudge  ? 


E  2  XT.  Let 
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XL 

let  not  the  Water-flood  drown  me  :   Neither  let 
the  Deep  fwallow  me  uf,  Pfal.  lxix.  16. 

\  "INconftant  Motion  of  the  reftlefs  Sea, 
Li>  Whofe  treactfroHsWaves  theSailors  hopes  betray ! 
o  Calm  fometimes,  fo  Shining  they  appear, 
to  poiifh'd  Cryflal  is  more  fmooth  or  clear, 
ometimes  they  feem  frill  as  a  Handing  Lake, 
Wiofe  modefl  Pools  no  flir,  or  motion  make, 
retimes  the  Waves,  rais'd  by  a  gentle  breeze, 
url  their  greenHeads,  the  wand  ring  Sight  to  pleafe ; 
hen,  in  foft  meafures,  round  the  VeiTels  dance, 
nd  to  the  Mufick  of  their  Shrouds  advance, 
/hile  thou,  kind  Sea,  their  Burthen  doll  fofhin, 
f'n  while  their  Beaks  plough  Furrows  on  the  Main : 
fe  on  thy  yielding  back  each  Veflel  rides, 
ho5  its  rude  Oars  iafh  to  a  foam  thy  fides, 
he  groaning  Earth  fcarce  weightier  Burthens  feels 
om  heavy  loaden  Carts  with  Frn-bound  Wheels: 
id  that  none  may  fufped  thou  wilt  betray, 
iy  Cryftal  Waves  their  Rocky  Breafts  difplay, 
E  3  '  As 


(54) 

As  if  no  Treachery  cou'd  be  harbour'd  there, 
Where  fuch  fair  Shorn  of  Honefiy  appear. 

But  when  the  Anchor's  weigh'd,  the  Sails  atri] 
And  a  kind  Gale  bears  on  the  floating  Ship, 
Soon  as  the  Land  can  be  perceiv'd  no  more, 
And  all  Relief  is  diftant  as  the  Shoar, 

Then  the  rough  Winds  their  boift'rousGufts  difcharg* 

And  all  at  once  aflaulc  the  helplefs  Barge. 

Juft  as  the  furious  Lybian  Lions  rave, 

When  eager  to  devour  a  Sentenc'd  Slave , 

Or  as  a  Crew  of  fturdy  Thieves  prepare 

To  feize  and  plunder  fome  lone  Traveller  \ 

Then  the  infuking  Billows  proudly  rife, 

And  menace,  with  their  lofty  tops,  the  Skies  : 

Whillt.  the  difcclour'd  Waters  hide  their  head, 

So  much  th'  approaching  Tempeft's  rage  they  dre* 

And  when  each  jarring  Wind  infults  and  raves,  ■ 

And  altogether  hover  o're  the  Waves  \ 

Short  broken  Seas  ev'n  from  themfelves  are  torn, 

And  different  ways  each  crowding  Billow  born. 

\AR  black  below-,    above  all  foamy-white  \ 

A  horrid  Darknefs  mixt  with  dreadful  Light  , 

B ere  long ,  long  Hills,  roll  far,  and  wide  away  *, 

There  abrupt  Vales  fright  back  tti  intruding  Day."}   • 
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Here  a  vail  Gulph  of  Ruin  opens  wide, 
And  the  Ship's  fwallowed  in  the  rapid  Tide  *, 
Or  if  born  on  a  Tenth  nnlucly  Wave, 
irhe  breaking  bubble  proves  its  watry  Grave, 
jrhus  the  falfe  Ocean  treach'roufly  beguiles, 
i\nd  thus  in  Frowns  end  its  deceitful  Smiles.- 

- 

But  I  fufpefted  not  th'  unfaithful  Main, 
•lor  did  of  its  inconllancy  complain -, 

ne'er  the  fury  of  the  Winds  did  blame, 
for  on  the  Tempcfis  boiHerous  Rage  exclaim  ; 
Which  twilts  the  furly  Billows,  till  they  rife, 
Lnd  foaming-mad,  attack  the  lowring  Skies  0 
lor  Cur/t  the  hardy  Wretch  that  kd  the  way, 
ind  taught  the  World  to  perifh  in  the  Sea, 
ly  VefTel  ne'er  lanch'd  from  my  Native  Shoar, 
for  did  the  Navigator's  Art  explore, 
ftudy'd  not  the  Chard,  nor  gave  my  mind 
■  learn  to  tack  and  catch  the  veering  Wind. 
^oo  foon  thefe  Artifls  of  their  Skill  repent, 
>nd  Perijh  by  the  Arts  they  did  invent. 
ty  Life's  the  Sea,   whofe  treach'ry  I  declare, 
ly  Self  the  Fejfel  Tofs'd  and  Shipwrack'd  there, 
I  the  loud  Storms  of  the  infulting  Wind, 
re  VQ&k&Paffions  of  my  troubled  Mind. 

E  4  Thus 


(  50 

Thus  harraft  in  this  fluctuating  State, 
I  pafs  thro'  Grange  Kciffiwdcs  of  Fate. 

Deceitful  Life !  whofe  falfe  Serenity 
Chang'd  in  a  moment,  «nds  in  Mifery  ! 
Thou  want'ft  no  fweet  Allurements  to  betray  : 
Thy  Beauty  ever  Charming,  .ever  Gay  ; 
While  Love  and  Lull  wrackjthe  Diftrafted  Mind, 
No  dang'rous  Sands,  no  Rocks,  or  Shores  we  find : 
But  when  a  tide  of  Crimes  breaks  fiercely  in, 
And  beats  the  Soul  on  fatal  Shelves  of  Sin , 
Then,  ah  too  late  !  the  difmal  Gulph  it  fpies, 
In  which  'tis  plung'd,  and  funk  by  treach'rous  Vice. 

Oh  !  that,  at  leaft  like  wretched  drowning  Men, 
Thefe  finking  Sods  wou'd  rife  and  float  agen? 
That,  while  their  groiTer  Parts  do  downward  move, 
Their  pre  Devotion  wou'd  remain  above ! 
But,  juft  as  Men  to  whom  Earths  gaping  Womb 
Becomes  at  once  their  Murth'rer  and  their  Tomb  *, 
Or  as  the  Wretch  beneath  fome  falling  Rock, 
At  once  is  Kill'd  and  Bury'd  with  the  poke  : 
Or  thofe  to  whom  deceitful  Ice  gives  way, 
In  vain  woud  rife  agen  to  diftant  Day : 
So  fare  the  M«n  by  Sins  fwifi  Current  born, 
Thoughtlefs  of  Heav %  by  Heav'a  th'  are  left  forlorn, 

See, 
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See,  Lord,  how  I  with  Wind  and  Tide  engage, 
While  on  each  Hand  unequal  War  they  wage  ! 
See  how  my  Head  is  bow'd  unto  the  Grave, 
While  I  am  forc'd  to  court  the  drowning  Wave ! 
Seeft  thou  my  Soul  loft,  in  a  double  Death, 
And  wilt  thou  not  reprivc  my  flitting  Breath  ? 
Behold,  O  Lord  !  behold,  and  Pity  me, 
And  leave  me  not  to  Perifh  in  the  Sea : 
O  hold  me  up  by  thy  Almighty  Hand, 
And  I  (hall  quickly  reach  the  wito'd-for  Land. 
Be  thou  my  Fyht,  and  my  Motion  guide, 
Then  I  fhall  fwim  m  fpight  of  Wind  and  Tide. 

Ambroi:  Apolog.  pro  David,  cap.  3. 

The  multitude  of  our  Lufls  raife  a  mighty  Tempefh 
which  fa  tofles  them  that  fail  in  the  Ocean  of  the 
Body7  that  the  Mnd  cannot  be  its  own  Pylot, 
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JhltLittfisu  nnmMb&de  me  in  Me, 
$rair£}.T/iatt/i<?iL  nnuldit  %J>  meSe 

creKwitil/ thv  wvthjmShlrb.  iW 
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Oh,  that  thou  would? ft  hide  me  in  the  Grave  ! 
that  thou  would? d  keep  me  fecret,  until  thy 
Wrath  be  f  aft!  Job  xiv.  ij. 

T7£T HO,  who  will  grant  me  a  fecure  retreat, 
V  V     Where  I  may  fhun  thy  furies  fcorching  heat  ? 
■  Whofe  piercing  Flames  whene'er  I  call  to  mind, 
I  fear  I  can  no  fafe  Concealment  find : 
Then  I  de/Ire  the  covert  of  the  Wood  (Voo&  ■ 

And  Caves,   whence  Beafls  are  rang'd  to  feek  their 
Then  in  Earth's  Womb  wou'd  hide  my  fearful  Head, 
Or  in  fome  Sea-worn  Rock  compofe  my  Bed  : 
In  hilly  Caverns  then  my  Self  I'd  fave, 
Or  fly  for  Refuge  to  the  iilent  Grave : 
Or  far  remote  from  the  fair  Orbs  of  Light, 
Wou'd  in  thick  Darknefs  dwell,  and  endlefs  Night. 

When  the  loud  Thunder  rouls  along  the  Sky, 
Men  to  the  Lawrels  fhelter  trembling  fly : 
In  vain  (alas !)  they  hope  Protection  thence, 
The  helplefs  Tree  proves  not  its  own  Defence ; 

Much 
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Much  lefs  can  that  a.  place  of  Refuge  be 
From  an  All-feeing  angry  Deity. 

Thy  Eyes  the  clofefl:  Solitudes  invade, 
And  pierce  and  pry  into  the  darkeft  Shade. 
The  Wretch  who  took  his  Ruin  from  a  Tree, 
In  vain  with  Leaves  wou'd  hide  his  Shame  from  Thee 
For  while  to  fhun  thy  Prefence  he  aflfay'd, 
Ev'n  his  Abfconding  his  Ojfence  betray'd. 
In  vain  (  alas ! )  to  Caves  and  Dens  we  run, 
We  carry  with  us  what  we  cannot  fiun. 
The  Den  that  did  the  Hebrew  Captive  fave, 
When  He  was  freed,  prov'd  his  Accufers  Grave  : 
Nor  was  Lot\  Inceft  hidden  in  his  Cave. 
As  much  in  vain  we  court  the  Earths  dark  Womb, 
And  fly  for  fbclcer  to  the  filent  Tomb : 
Vengeance,  ev'n  thither,  will  our  Flight  purfue, 
And  rife  to  fitmflj  thofe  Black  Ills  we  do. 
Thus  vainly  Cain  ftopt  Righteous  AbeCs  Breath, 
The  mouth  of  Blood  was  opened  by  his  Death. 
As  vainly  Jonas  in  the  Sea  conceal'd 
His  faithlefs  Flight,    ev^n  by  the  Sea  rcveal'd  : 
His  Uving  Tomb  obey'd  Heav'ns  great  Command, 
And  caft  him  back  to  the  forfaken  Land. 
:\  brittle  Faith  is  all  the  giaily  Sea  can  boaft    (  moft. 
Tranfparent  W*ve>  betray  what  they  ihqud  cover 

Nor 


i(n  ) 

Nor  can  we  hope  Concealment  in  a  Tomb, 
That  calls  our  Bones  from  its  o'er-burthen'd  Womb. 
In  Rocks  and  Caves  we  muft  no  Truft  repofe, 
For  their  own  found  the  Secret  will  difclofe. 
AndLcaves,  and  Trees  themfelves,  alike  will  fade, 
And  then  Expofe  what  they  were  meant  to  Shade. 
Nor  Sea,  nor  Land,  nor  Cave,  nor  Den,  nor  Wood, 
Nor  Stars,  nor  Heav'n  it  felf  can  do  me  good  : 
Thou,  Lord,  alone  canft  hide  my  fearful  Head, 
Where  I  no  Vengance,  nor  ev'n  Thine,  can  dread. 
Whilft  Thy  kind  Hand  afide  thy  Thunder  lays, 
StretcWdont,  Difarm'd,  a  fu^lianf  Wretch  to  raife. 

Amb.  in  Jerem.  cap  9. 

Whither,  O  Adam  !  have  thy  Tranfgrejfions  led  thee, 
that  thou  Jlmnn'fi  thy  God,  whom  before  thou 
fought" fi  t  That  Fear  betrays  thy  Crime,  that  Flight 
thy  Prevarication. 
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Jre  twimy  days  few,  eeaSe  men^y) 
afullk^c  alene  t/utl  mar  h'r.vl 

If  a  title.  W;«oS 
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Are  not  my  Days  few  ?  Ceafe  then,  and  let  me 
alone,  that  I  may  bewail  my  felf  a  little. 
Job  x.  20. 

MUST  z  few  Minutes  added  to  my  Days 
Be  thought  a  favour  paffing  Thanh  or  Praife  ? 
Wkes,  indeed,  might  well  deferve  that  Name* 
And  render  my  Ingratitude  to  Blame  : 
But,  the  increafe  of  a  few  Days  to  come, 
How  little  adds  it  to  the  fender  Sum  t 
As  well  the  Infant  that  but  treads  the  Stage, 
Is  faid  to  leave  it  in  a  good  Old  Age. 
As  well  poor  Infetts  may  be  faid  to  live, 
To  whom  their  Birth-day  does  their  Fnn'ral  give. 

So  fading  Flow'rs  their  hafty  iMinutes  count, 
Afhofe  longefi  Life  fcarce  to  one  Day  amount, 
'low'rs,  in  the  Morning  Boys,  at  Noon- tide  'Men%  ' 
it  Night,  with  Age,  feeble  as  Boys  agen. 
^hus  in  one  fhort-liv'd  Day  they  Bloom  and  Die? 
Lnd  all  the  difference  of  our  Ages  try. 

Wou'dj 
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Wou'd  Time's  o'er-hafty  Wheels  their  Motion  fta] 

And  the  fwift  Hours  not  poft  fo  fwift  away, 

The  Infetts  then  might  lengthen  too  their  Song, 

And  the  Flowers  boaft  their  Day  had  been  fo  long. 

But  Time  is  ever  haftning  to  be  gone, 

And,  like  a  Stream,  the  Tear  glides  fwiftly  on. 

Succeflive  Months  clofely  each  other  Trace, 

And  meet  the  Sun  along  his  Annual  Race ,    (  pace. 

While  foort-liv'd  Days,then  eitheiyiiarch  a  fwifter 

The  harneft  Hours  are  prefling  forward  (till, 

And,    once  gone  by,   are  irretrievable* 

"  Thus  envious  Time  loves  on  it  [elf  to  prey, 

"  And  (till  thro'  its  own  Entrails  eats  its  way* 

It  felf  purfues,  it  felf  it  ever  flies, 

And  on  it  felf  it  ever  Lives  and  Dies. 

So  waiting  Lamps  by  their  own  Flames  Expire, 

And  kindle  at  them] "elves  their  Funral  Fire. 

Thus  its  own  Courfe  the  Circling  Tear  purfues, 

Till  like  the  Wheels  on  which  'tis  mov'd  it  grows, 

This  Truth  the  Ancients  weightily  Expreft, 
Who  made  the  Father  on  his  Off-fpring  Feaft : 
For  Time  on  Months  and  Tears,  its  Children,  feeds 
And  kills  with  Motion,   what  its  Motion  breeds. 
Hours  wafte  their  DaysjhzDays  their  Months  confume 
And  the  rapacious  Months  their  Years  Entomb. 

Thu 
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fhus  Tears,  Months,  Days,  and  Hours,  flill  keep  their 
Til  all  in  vafi  Eternity  are  drown *d.  (  round  * 

Then,  Lord,  allow  my  Grief  fbme  little  Ipace, 
\>  mourn  the  Jhortnefs  of  my  hafty  Race  : 
wifh  not  time  for  Laughter  -,  if  I  did, 
ly  Circumftances  and  the  Place  forbid, 
ill  I  defire,   is  time  for  Grief  and  Tears, 
Let  that  be  all  th'  Addition  to  my  Years : 
T/hich,  tho*  but  jhort,  yet  have  been  full  of  Sin, 
More  than  my  Time  was  to  Recent  it  in, 
*et  if  thou  grant'ft  me  fome  few  Minutes  more, 
fhey'll  make  amends  for  my  jhort  Days  before. 
Jome  then,  my  cruel  Hands,  and  without  Reft 
)r  Pity,  beat  my  hard,  my  fenfelefs  Breaft ! 
)rop  then,  my  Eyes,  you  cannot  flow  too  faft  j 
Vhile  you  delay,   what  precious  Time  is  pall  ? 
ris  done !  my  Tears  have  a  prevailing  force, 
Lnd  Heav'n  appeas'd,  now  ftop  their  eager  Courfe. 

Hieron.  ad  Paulam,  Epift.  1 2. 

Vhen  Man  firft  finnd,  he  changd  Eternity  for  Mor- 
tality, Nine  hundred  Tears,  or  thereabouts  :  But  Sin 
increafmg  by  degrees,  Man's  Life  was  contracted  to 
very  jhort  fpace. 

F  XIV.  Ob  f 
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iActr  litter  eti?.   ^Dcui.  iz-.zj. 
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*i  that  they  were  wife,  that  they  under  flood 
this,  that  they  would  conflder  their  latter  end. 
Deut.  xxxij.  29. 

'Hame  on  bcfotted  Man,  whofe  baffled  Mind 

Is  to  all  Dangers,  but  the  prefent,  Blind  I 
ihofe  Thoughts  are  all  imploy'd  on  Mifchiefs  near, 
\  Ills  remote,   never  fore-fee,   or  fear. 
I  Soldier  is  prepar'd  before  th'  Alarm, 
e  Signal  giv'n  'twou'd  be  too  late  to  Arm. 
e  Pylois  fore-fight  waits  each  diftant  Blafr, 
^  lofes  no  Advantage  in  his  hafte. 
f  induftrious  Hind  Manures  and  Sows  the  Field 
ikh  he  expefts  a  plenteous  Crop  fhouid  yield  I 
e  lab 'ring  Ant  in  Summer  flores  at  home 
>viiion  ere  old  Age  and  Winter  come. 
;,  oh  !   what  means  Man's  ftupid  Negligence 
at  of  the  future  has  no  Care  or  Senfe  ? 
es  he  expect  Eternity  below, 
Life  that  fnall  no  Alteration  know  ? 
s  much  abns'd  j  inevitable  Death, 
:>'  it  delays,  will  one  Day  flop  his  Breath  : 

F  2  Vaia 
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Vain  are  the  hopes  the  firmeft  Leagues  produce, 
That  Tyrant  keeps  no  Faith,  regards  no  Truce : 
He  does  not  to  the  Peace  he  makes  incline, 
To  take  Advantage  is  his  whole  Defign  : 
To  him  Alliance  is  an  empty  Name, 
He  does  all  Inirefts,  but  his  Own,  Difclaim. 
Sooner  the  Ice  or  Snow  mall  mix  with  Flame , 
Sooner  the  faithlefs  Winds  and  Waves  agree. 
And  Night  and  Day,  and  Lambs  for  fafety  flee 
To  bloody  Wolves,than  that  makePeace  withThee: 
Fiercely  the  greedy  Spoiler  ftrikes  at  all, 
A  Prey  for  his  infatiate  Jaws  too  fmall  : 
He  tears  evn  tender  Infants  from  the  Breafl, 
And  wrap  them  in  a  Shrowd,  e're  for  the  Cradle  drej 
Nor  Sex  nor  Age  the  grim  Deftroyer  fpares, 
Unmov'd  alike  by  Innocence  and  Tears. 
Here  fprightly  Youth,  there  hoary  bending  Age 
Sweet  Boys,  and  blooming  Virgins  glutt  his  Rage 
Like  common  Soldiers,    chief  Commanders  Die, 
And  like  Commanders,   common  Soldiers  lie. 
No  mining  Duft  appears  in  Crafts  Urn, 
Tho'  all  he  touch'd  he  feenrd  to  Gold  to  turn. 
Nor  boalis  fair  Rachel's  Face  that  Beauty  here, 
For  which  the  Patriarch  ferv'd  his  twice-fev'n  year: 
And  never  thought  the  pleafing  Purchafe  dear.  * 

* 
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Iv'n  Dives  here  from  Laz'rus  is  not  known, 

'or  now  Ones  Purple,  th' Others  Rags  are  gone, 

lach  has  no  Manfion-  but  his  narrow  Cell, 

wjtal  in  Colour,   and  alike  in  Smell. 

Vhy  then  fhou'd  Man  of  fuch  vain  Treafure  boaft, 

o  difficultly  gairid  fo  quickly  loft  ? 

or,  late  or  early,  all  refign  their  Breath, 

Lnd  bend,  fale  Viftims  to  their  Conjuror  Death  : 

!ach  Sex,  each  Age,  Profejfion,  and  Degree, 

loves  tow'rds  this  Centre  of  Humanity. 

But  did  they  not  a  farther  Journey  go, 
ind  that  £0  Die  were  *//  they  had  to  do ; 
lou'd  but  their  Souls  diffolve  as  fall  away, 
ks  their  corrupting  Carcajfes  decay ; 
"hey'd  covet  Death  to  end  their  pr^tff  O^r, 
Lnd  for  prevention  of  their  future  Fears, 
liey'd  to  the  Grave,   as  an  Afylum  run, 
Lnd  awrt  the  Stroke  which  now  they  wifh  to  Jhun ; 
!ut  Death  (alas!)  ends  not  their  Miferies, 
^he  Soul's  Immortal,   tho'  the  Body  Dies* 
Vhich,  foon  as  from  its  Pris'n  of  Clay  enlarg'd, 
it  Heav'ns  Tribunal's  fentenfd  or  difchargd. 
lefore  an  awful  Pow'r,  juft  and  fevere, 
.ound  whofe  bright  Bead  confuming  Flames  appear  j 

F  3  The 
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The  fhackled  Captive,  dazled  at  his  Sight, 

Deje&ed  flands,  and  fhakes  with  wild  Affright, 

While,  with  itri&  Scrutiny,  the  Judge  furveys 

Its  Heart,  and  clofe  Impieties  diiplays. 

The  Wretch  convicted,  does  its  Guilt  confefs, 

Nor  hopes  for  Mercy,  for  Concealment  lefs  *, 

While  He,  th'  Accufer,  Judge,  and  Witnefs  too, 

Damns  it  to  an  Eternity  of  Woe  ', 

Where,  fince  no  hope  of  an  Appeal  appears, 

'Twou'd  fain  dilTolve  and  drown  it  felf  in  Tears. 

What  Terrors  then  feize  the  forfaken  Soul, 
That  finds  no  Patron  for  a  Caufe  fo  foul  ? 
Then  it  implores  fome  Mountain  to  prevent, 
By  a  kind  Crufh,  its  Shame  and  fumjlment. 

O  wretched  Soul,  jufl  Judge,  hard  Sentence  too ! 
What  harden'd  Wretch  dares  Sin,  that  thinks  on  Ton 
Yet  here,  (alas ! )  ends  not  the  fatal  Grief, 
There  is  another  Death,  another  Life.. 
A  Life  as  boundlefs  as  Eternity ; 
A  Death  whence  ihall  no  Refurreclion  be. 
What  Hell  of  Torments  ihall  in  This  be  found  ? 
With  what  a  Heavn  of  Joys  ihall  That  abound  ? 
Here  rich  Qeleftial  Ne&ar  treats  the  Soul  -, 
There  Fire  and  Brim  (lone  crowns  the  flaming  Bern 

Thm 
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"hat,  fill'd  with  Mufick  of  th'  Angelick  Quire^ 
hall  each  bleft  Soul  with  Extafies  infpire;, 
Vhile  This  diflurb'd,  at  ev'ryhideous  yell, 
hall  in  the  Damn'd  raife  a  new  dread  of  Hell : 
'hat  knows  no  fharp  Excefs  of  Cold  or  Heat, 
1  This  the  Wretches  always  Freezje  or  Sweat, 
'here  reign  Eternal  Reft,   and  fbft  Repofey 
lere,   painful  Toil  no  end  or  meafure  knows. 
"hat,  void  of  Grief,  does  nought  Affiiftive  fee; 
"his,  Hill  Diflurb'd,  from  Troubles  neve?  free. 
)  happy  Life  •'  O  vaft  unequalfd  Bkfs ! 
)  Death  accurs'd  /  O  endlefs  Mifiries ! 
'or  that  or  this  muft  be  the  doubtful.  r<?/?r 
for  may  we  throw agen  when  once  'tis  pair, 
le  wife  then,  Man, -nor  will  thy  Care-be  vain,     *\ 
ro  fhun  the  T^'iVjv,  and.theB/i/}  obtain ;    (painC 
HveHeav'n  thy  Heart? W  tliou ittGw»  wou'dfiS 

Aug.  Soliloq.  cap.  3. 

FW  more  lamentable  and  more  dreadful  can  be 
thought  of,  than  that  terrible  Sentence,  Go  ?  What 
more  delightful,  than  that  f leafing  Invitation, 
Come  ?  They  are  two  Words,  of  which  nothing  can 
be  heard  more  affrighting  than  the  One,  nothing 
more  rejoycing  than  the  Other. 


F  4  XV.  My 


(7*) 


w^.V  hfc  a  waxen  c/J  nil/i  /icawncfs, 
(and  viy  years  /r/M  ///surn//ia...Z s/.  ?t  n 


■■-•  i 
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XV. 

My  Life  is  waxen  Old  with  Heavinefs,   and  my 
fears  with  Mournings  Pfal.  xxxj.  1 1. 

l7T7"Hat  lowring  Star  rul'd  my  unhappy  Birth, 

V  V  And  baniftYd  thence  all  days  of  Eafe  &  Mirth  I 

While  Expectation  frill  deludes  my  Mind, 

'leas'd  with  vain  Hope  fbme  frmling  Hour  to  find : 

lut  dill  that  finding  Hour  forbears  to  come, 

Lnd  fends  a  row  of  Mourners  in  its  room. 

hop'd  alternate  Courfes  in  each  Day, 

Lnd  that  the  foul  to  fairer  wou'd  give  way : 

laid  as  the  Sun  difpels  the  Clouds  of  Night, 

Vhen  he  to  Heav'n  reltores  his  welcom  Light ; 

)r  as  the  Moon's  kind  Infl'ence  brings  again 

Phe  riling  Motion  of  the  Low-ebb'd  Main : 

o  I,   with  unfuccefsful  Augury^ 

'refag'd  things  fo  as  I  woud  have  them  be  : 

»ut,  oh  !  my  Grief  exceeds  in  length  and  fum 

rhe  Widows  Tribute  at  her  Husband's  Tomb : 

'hey  when  the  Author  of  her  Joy  is  gone, 

s  twice-fix  Months  confin'd  to  Mourn  ajonfc  j 

Ye£ 
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Yet  the  laft  half  fhe  does  not,  as  before, 
Hide  her  fmooth  Fore-head  in  a  clofe  Bendore. 
But  all  my  Years  are  in  deep  Mourning  fpent, 
There's  not  a  Months   not  one  jhort  Day  exempt. 
No  Rules  give  Bounds  or  Meafure  to  my  Woes, 
But  their  Increafe,   like  the  feign  d  Hydra's  grows,  i 
My  Life  fo  much  in  Sighs  and  Tears  is  fpent, 
It  minds  that  leaft,  for  which  'twas  chiefly  meant. 

'Tis  true,  Storms  often  make  the  Ocean  fwell  j 
But  the  moft  violent  are  Jhort  eft  ft  ill  j 
For  when  with  eager  Fury  they  engage, 
They  lofe  themfelves  in  their  excefs  of  Rage. 
And  when  their  Winter-Hafts  Difrobe  the  Wood,   ; 
Their  Summer-airs  make  all  the  Trefpafs  good :  I 
If  the  rough  North  doth  his  black  Wings  difplay 
When  once  he's  gone,  far  lovelier  grows  the  Day 
But  Grief  does  all  my  haplefs  Years  imploy, 
Nor  grants  me  one  Farenthefis  of  Joy. 
My  Mufick  is  in  Sighs  and  Groans  expreft, 
With  my  own  Hands  extorted  from  my  Bread  : 
This  fad  Diver fwn  is  my  fole  Delight, 
My  Mufick  this  by  Day,    my  Song  by  Night. 
How  ofc'  have  Sighs,  while  I  my  Words  confin'd, 
Broke  Prifon,  and  betray'd  my  troubled  Mind  ? 


How 
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How  oft'  have  I  in  Tears  confutrfd  the  Day, 
And  in  Complaints  pafs'd  the  long  Night  sway ! 
Oft'  you,  my  Friends,  did  my  wild  Griefs  condemn, 
And  I  as  oft'  aflay'd  to  ftifflc  them  : 
Let  loofe  the  Reigns  to  Mirth,  you  always  cry'd  7 
To  loofe  the  Reigns,  (  alas ! )  in  vain  I  try'd : 
For  when  with  Laughter  I  a  Sigh  fapprelt, 
[t  rais'd  a  fatal  Conflict  in  my  Breaft ; 
And  if  I  wifh  for  Sleep  to  clofe  my  Eyes, 
Still  a  frefh  Show'r  that  envy'd  Blifs  denies  y 
Then  if  I  Hop  its  Courfe,  impetuous  grown, 
'Twill  force  its  way,  and  bear  the  Sluces  down. 
EachBrook,whofeStream  myTears  have  made  to  rife; 
Each  fhady  Grove,  fill'd  with  my  Mournful  Cries  7 
Each  lonely  Vale,  and  evVy  confcious  Hill, 
The  kind  Repeaters  of  my  Sorrows  ftiil ; 
Thefe  know  the  Troubles  which  I  wifli'd  conceal'd 
Were  by  loud  Throbbings  of  my  Heart  reveaPd  7 
From  fenfelefs  Woods  my  Sorrows  Pity  found, 
The  Ecchoes  oft'  repeat  the  Mournful  found. 
My  fecret  Moans  they  vented  o're  again  j 
By  turns  we  Wept,  and  did  by  turns  Complain. 

So,  movM  by  'her  Siller's  lamentable  Note, 
Sad  Philomel  unlocks  her  mournful  Throat, 


As 
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As  if  the  emUus  Rivals  were  at  Strife 

WhofeTongue  flioud  beft  exprefs  the  height  of  Grie 
The  widow  d  Turtle  fo  bewails  her  Mate, 
With  Grief  unalterable,,  as  his  Fate. 
And  fb  the  Stars  have  my  fad  Life  defign'd, 
That  not  one  Minute  fhou'd  be  fair  or  kind. 

And  that  my  Sorrows  may  not  find  Relief, 
By  wanting  new  Occafions  for  my  Grief, 
?Tis  their  Decree,  That,  as  my  Infant-breath 
Began  with  Sighs,  fo  J  Jhoud  Sigh  to  Death. 


Chryfof! 
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Chryfoft.  in  Pfal.  115, 


Jught  we  not  worthily  to  Lament,  who 
are  in  a  ftrange  Country,  and  Ba- 
niftfd  to  a  Climate  remote  from  our 
Native  Soil? 


DESIRES 
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*4hr  SciiLfa'cakrt/i  ciirfci-  ihens&y 
fervent  acJvc  ifiatiTrfiaiA  aSntayS 
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DESIRES 

OF    THE 

lELIGlQUS    SOUL. 

BOOK   the  Second. 


I. 

fy  Soul  breaketh  but  for  the  very  fervent  de- 
fir  e  that  it  bath  always ,  unto  thy  Judgments, 
Pfai  cxix.  20. 

' ICFHile  Heaven  and  Earth  folicite  me  to  love, 
V  V  My  doubtful  Choice  is  puzzePd  wcb  t'approve : 
eav'n  cries,  Obeyy  while  Earth- proclaims,  be  Free: 
eav7n  urges  Dutyt   Earth  pleads  Liberty. 
alPd  hence  by  Heav\  by  £<*rt&  I'm  calPd  again, 
oft,  like  a  VefTel  on  the  reftlefi  Main : 
hefe  difPrent  Loves  a  doubtful  Combat  wage, 
nd  thus  Obfiruft  the  Choice  they  wou'd  engage. 
h !  'tis  enough  *,  let  my  long-harraft  Mind 
I  the  bejl  Choice  a  quiet  Haven  find ! 
my  dear  God !  Let  not  my  Soul  incline 
o  any  Love,  or  let  that  Love  be  thine ! 

Tis 


(  8o) 
'Tis  true,  'tis  pleafant  to  be  free  to  chafe. 
And  when  we  will,  accent  ;  when  0*,  refufc. 
Freedom  of  Choice  endures  Refiraint  but  ill  \ 
5Tis  Vfarpation  on  th5  unbounded  Will. 
The  neighing  Steed  Thus,  loos'd  fromBitt,  and 
To  his  lov  d,  well-known  Paftrue  runs  again. 
Thus  the  glad  Ox,  from  the  Ploughs  burthen  free 
Runs  lowing  on  to  wanton  in  the  Mead  : 
And  when  the  Hind  their  freedom  wou'd  revoke, 
This  fcorns  his  Harnefs,  That  defies  the  Took, 
For  freedom  in  our  Choice  we  count  a  Blils  j 
Eager  to  chafe,   tho'  oft  we  chafe  amifs. 
So  the  young  Prodigal,    impatient  grown 
To  manage  his  entire  Efiate  alone, 
Takes  from  his  prudent  Father  s  frugal  Care 
His  Stock,  by  that  improved  and  thriving  there  : 
Bat  his  own  Steward  made,  with  eager  hafie 
He  does  the  flow-gain  d  Patrimony  wafte, 
Till  fiarvd  by  Riot,    and  with  Want  opprefs't, 
He  feeds  with  Swine,   himfelf  the  greater  Beaft. 
Thus  in  Definition  often  we  rejoice, 
Pleas'd  with  our  Ruin,    fince  it  was  our  Choice. 
How  do  we  weary  Heav'n  with  different  Pray'rs 
The  medly,  fure,  ridiculous  appears. 
This  begs  a  Wife,  nor  thinks  a  greater  Blifs , 
And  that*  as  earned  to  he  rid  of  bit : 


<8i) 

bis  prays  for  Children  \  That  a'er^ftock'd,  repines 
t  the  too  fruitful  IJfite  of  his  Loins. 
bis  asks  his  Fathers  Days  may  be  frolongd^- 
hat)  if  his  Father  Lives j  complains  he's  Wrong  dt 
outh  prays  for  good  old  Age,  and  aged  Men 
/ou'd  caft  their  Skins,  and  fain  grow  young  agen* 
:arce  in  Ten  thoufand  any  Two  agree } 
ay,  fome  diflike  what  they  /tiffc  wijh'd  to  be. 
i'one  knows  this  Minute  what  he  ought  require, 
nee  ev  n  the  next  begets  a  new  Defire. 
I  Women  pine  with  various  Longing-fits, 
/hen  breeding  has  depravd  their  Appetites  ^ 
:he  humorfom  impertinent  Difeafe 
lakes  that  which  fleas' d  them  molt,  as  much  diffleafe* 
Oh !  why,  like  them,  grown  reftiefs  with  Defire, 
>o  my  vain  Thoughts  to  boundlefs  Hopes  Afpire  ? 
e  gone  falfe  Hopes,  vain  Wifhes,  anxious  Fears ! 
enct,  you  Difturbers  of  my  peaceful  Years ! 
1  my  dear  God  !  let  not  my  .Soul  incline 
o  any;  Love,  or  let  that  Love  be  thine ! 

Aug.  SoJiloq.  cap*  12.      - 
Ware,  0  Lord,  my  Defires  with  that  fweetnefs  which 
i  thou  haft  laid  up  for  them  that  fear  thee,    that  I 
may  defire  thee* with  eternal  longings-,    left  the  in- 
ward telifti,  being  deceived,  may  rmftake  bitt-er  for 
fwetty   and  fweet  for  bitter. 

G  II,  0  that 
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C  ?/iat:7fii-(7i\u'S  were.  tiuuk  So 
dirc&  t/7at(T7777\7/it  %&£  tii'Sljfalc. 

J?sal:  71 y.  /?.  V__^ 

r.Sz 
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II. 

that  my  ways  were  made  fo  dirttf,  that  I  might 
keep  thy  Statutes  !   Pfal.  cxix.  5. 

"N  what  a  maze  of  Errour  do  I  ftray, 

»  Where  various  Paths  confound  my  doubtful  Way! 

Wj  to  the  Right ,  That  to  the  Left-hand  lies : 

ere^  Vales  defcend  j  there  fwelling  Mountains  rife : 

us  has  an  eafie,  That  a  rugged  way  \ 

he  treach'ry  This  conceals.  That  does  betray. 

it  Whither  thefe  fo  difPrent  Courfes  go, 

heir  wandring  Paths  forbid,  till  try'd,  to  know. 

Zanders  Stream  a  (freighter  Motion  fleers, 

ho*  with  himfelf  the  Wand'rer  interferes. 

3t  the  fiditioiis  Labyrinth  of  old 

d  in  more  dubious  Paths  its  Guefls  infold  5 

tre  greater  Difficulties  flay  my  Feet, 

id  on  each  Road  I  thwarting  Dangers  meet 

3T I  the  difPrent  windings  only  fear, 

1  which  the  Artift's  Skill  did  mofl  appear :) 

t,  more  to  heighten  arid  increafe  my  Dread, 

irknefs  involves  each  doubtful  Step  I  fread. 

G  i  No 
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No  frietfly  Trafts  my  wandring  Foot-fteps  guid 
Nor  other  Feet  th'  untrodden  Ground  have  try'd. 
And,  tho',  left  on  fome  fatal  Rock  I  rutf, 
With  out-ftretcht  Arms  I  grope  my  PafTage  on  -7 
Yet  dare  I  not  through  Night  and  Danger  ftray, 
They5  arreft  my  cautious  Steps,  and  flop  my  Wa] 
Like  a  ftrange  Traveler  by  the  Sun  forfook, 
And  in  a  Road  unknown  by  Night  o're-took, 
In  whofe  lone  Paths  no  Neighboring  Swains  refide 
No  friendly  Star  appears  to  be  his  Guide, 
No  fign  or  track  by  humane  Foot-fteps  worn> 
But  folitary  all,  and  all  forlorn. 
He  knows  not  but  each  blind-fold  Step  he  treads 
To  fome  wild  Defart  or  fierce  River  leads : 
Then  calls  aloud,  and  his  hoarfe  Voice  doesftraifl, 
In  hope  of  Anfwer  from  fome  Neighb'ring  Swain; 
While  nought  but  cheating  Eccho  calls  again. 

Oh  !   who  will  help  a  Wretch  thus  gone  aftraj 
What  friendly  Star  dired  my  dubious  way  ? 
A  glorious  Cloud  conduced  Ifraeh  Flight, 
By  Day  their  Covring,  as  their  Guide  by  Night. 
The  Eaft em-Kings  found  Bethlem  too  from  far, 
Led  by  the  fhining  Conduft  of  a  Star  •, 
Nor  coud  they  in  their  tedious  Journey  Err, 
Who  had  fi  bright  a  Fellow-Traveller. 


(8S) 

Be  thou  no  lefs  Propitious  Lord,  to  me, 
ince  all  my  Busnefs  is  toJVorjhip  Thee. 
ee  how  the  wandring  Croud  miftake  their  way, 
Ud,  toft  about  by  their  own  Error,  ftray  ! 
"his  tumbles  head-long  from  an  unfeen  Hill  > 
"hat  lights  on  a  blind  Path,  and  wanders  ftill. 
tf  ith  Hafie,  but  not  Good  Sp*fd9  this  hurries  on  7 
That  moves  no  faftsr  than  a  Snail  might  run. 
While  to  and  fro  another  hafts  in  vaiii, 
tfo  fooner  m  the  right,  than  out  again. 
fore  One  walks  on  alone,  whofe  boafted  Skill, 
Invites  Another  to  attend  him  ftill  *, 
rill  among  Thorns  or  miry  Pools  they  tread  *, 
This  by  bis  Guide,  That  by  Himfelf  milled. 
Here  One  in  a  perpetual  Circle  moves, 
Another,  there,  in  endlefs  Mazes  roves  \ 
And  when  he  thinks  his  weary  Ramble  done, 
He  finds  (alas ! )  he  has  but  juffi  begun. 
Thus  ftill,  in  Droves,  the  bikided  Rabble  ftray, 
Scarce  one  of  Thoufands  keeps  or  finds  the  way. 

O  that*  my  Ways  diretted  were  by  Thee, 
From  the  deceits  of  baneful  Error  free  ! 
Tfill  all  my  Motion,  like  a  Dart\  became 
Swift  as  its  Bights    unnerring  as  its  Aim^ 

G  3  That 
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That  where  thy  Laws  require  me  to  Obey, 

I  may  not  biter,  nor  miftake  the  Way. 

Then  be  Thou,  Lord,  the  Bow,  thy  Law  the  White 

And  /  the  Arrow  deftin'd  for  the  Flight : 

And  when  thou'rt  pleas'd  to  fhew  thy  greateft  Skill 

Make  me  the  folijh'd  Shaft  t'obey  thy  Will 


i 

Aug. 


(§7) 

Aug.  Soliloq.  cap.  4- 

0  Lord,  who  art  theLigfet,  the  Way,  the  Truth, 
and  the  Life  ;  inwhdm  then ms  no  Darknefs, 
Error 7  Vanity,  or  peatk  Say  the  word,  0 
Lortb,  let -there ^Migk9  Jth^t  p^0pe  the 
Light,  and  fhun  the  Darkn0f  that  1  may 
find  the  right  way,  and  avoid  the  wrong ;  that 
1  may  follow  Truth,  and  flee  from  Vanity ; 
that  I  may  obtain  Life,  and  efcape  Death. 


G  4  III.  0  hold 
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(?. /is/d  l/isti (ftp  mi-  aeitiaj in  Srfi' 
nalhS ,  ma&Jbny  pxttSteftS   Su/i/i 


at.  TJal.&j: 


:e.  ss. 


(*9) 


III. 

hold  thou  up  my  going  in  thy  Paths,   that  my 
Footfiefs  flip  not,  Pfal.  xvij>.  5. 

JO  oft  will  me  my  feithlefs  Feet  betray, 
J  So  often  ftumble  in  fo  plain  a  way  ? 
1  thou,  who  all  our  Steps  from  Heav'n  doft  fee, 
'  hold  me  up,  dear  Lord,  who  lean  on  Thee. 

The  Stork  inftru&s  her  timerous  Young  to  fixay, 
1  hidden  Tra&s  through  Heav'ns  wide  pathlefs  way : 
ill  the  apt  Brood,  by  bold  Example  led, 
srform  the  daring  Flight  they  us'd  to  dread. 

The  Eagles  teach  their  unfledg'd  Young  to  fly, 
.round  th'  untrodden  Regions  of  the  Sky. 
Ill  for  their  Aid  they  now  no  longer  care  5 
ut  fearlefs  row,with  feather  d  Fins,thro'  Seas  of  Air. 
hus  Boys,when  firfl  they  venture  Streams  unknown, 
n  fpungy  Cork's  light  weight,  fupport  tieir  own : 
'ill  more  imprpv'd,  they  their  firfi  help  throw  by, 
jnbitious  now  alone  th.e  Floods  to  try. 

And 
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And  tho'  awhile,  e'er  they  have  Pradis'd  been, 
Too  often  they'll  unwelcome  Draughts  fuck  in 5] 
Yet  they,  at  length  by  ufe,  Perfedion  gain, 
And  fport  and  play,  wide-wandring  in  the  Mm 

Thou,  who  from  Heav'n  obferv'ft  our  Steps  beU 
See  by  what  Arts  thy  Servant  learns  to  go ! 
While  all  my  weight  on  this  flight  Engine's  laid,  | 
I  move  the  Wheels  that  do  my  Motion  aid 
Thus  feeble  Age,  fupported  by  a  Cane, 
Is  tir'd  with  that  on  which  'tis  forc'd  to  lean. 
But  tho\  dear  Lord  l  ambiguous  Terms  I  ufey 
I  of  no  failure  can  my  Feet  accufe  : 
I  can  perceive  no  Imperfection  there. 
No  rocky  Ways,  or  thorny  Roads  they  fear : 
The  weaknefs  of  my  Mind  difturbs  me  moft, 
Whofe  languid  Feet  have  all  their  Motion  loft : 
AH  its  Affe&iqns  Lame  and  Bed-rid  are, 
(Thofe  Feet,  alas !  which  Ihou'd  its  Motion  fteer : 
When  it  fhou'd  move  in  Virtues  eafie  road, 
Alas !   'tis  tir'd  as  foon  as  got  abroad. 
My  frail,   my  bending  Knees  afliftance  need, 
Weaker  than  Rnfhes,  or  the  bruifed  Reed. 
Sometimes,  but  rarely,  it  renews  the  Race, 
And  eagerly  moves  on,    a  Jehu'/  Face : 


I 
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it,  weary  of  its  Journey,  fcarce  begun, 

;  boafted  Flame  is  all  extind,  as  foon 

s  fmoaking  Flax  Hy  rugged  Whirlwinds  blown. 

»t,  left  I  fhou'd  too  much  my  Sloth  betray, 

force  my  Steps  and  make  fome  little  way } 

it  then  am  cautious  how  my  Feet  I  guide 

jft  they  fhou'd  chance  to  trip,  or  rove  afide: 

ad  the  uncharitable  World  incline 

o  place  it  not  on  Weaknefs,  but  on  Wine. 

y  reeling  Steps  move  an  indented  pace, 

s  'twere  a  Cripple  halting  o're  a  Race. 

will,  I  won't  j  /  toft,  all  in  a  Breath  ; 

nd  that's  fcarce  out,  e'er  fm  as  cold  as  Death  - 

nd  then,  impatient  at  my  fruitlefs  Pain, 

ir'd  in  the  mid-way,  I  return  again  : 

st  cannot  then  recover  my  firft  Place, 

he  pleafant  Seat  whence  I  began  my  Race, 

oft,  like  a  Ship  on  the  tempeftuous  Wave, 

^hich  neither  help  of  Sails  nor  Oars  can  fave* 

^hile  with  new  vain  Attempts  I  try  again, 

ad  would  repair  the  Lois  I  did  fuftain, 

he  fmall  Succefs  too  manifeftly  proves 

y  fruitlefs  Labor  in  a  Circle  moves. 

hus  Slaves,  condemn'd  to  ply  a  toilfbra  Mill,, 

^peat  the  fame  returning  Motion  ftill : 


Th©> 


(90 

Tho*  ftill  the  refilefs  Engine's  hurry'd  rounds 

They  by  its  hafte  gain  not  one  Foot  of  Ground. 

What  fhall  I  dOj  a  Stranger  to  the  Race, 
Whofe  lazy  Feet  fcarce  move  a  Snails  flow  Pace 
Heaven  lies  remote  from  this  mem  Globe  below,    , 
None  but  the  fwift  and  fining  can  thither  go  \ 
What  then  fhall  this  my  heavy  Chariot  do  ? 

Thy  Footfteps,  Lord,  o'recome  the  rougheft  w«] 
A  Gyant's  Feet  move  not  fo  fwift  as  they. 
Thou  with  a  Step  dolt  Eaft  and  Wefi  divide, 
And  o're  the  World,  like  a  Coloffiis,  ftricte. 

But  like  the  Tortoife,  my  dull  Foot's  delay'd, 
Or  rather,  like  the  Crab,  moves  retrogade. 
How  can  1  then  hope  to  that  Goal  to  run, 
1  make  the  Bus'nefs  of  my  Life  to  fhun  ? 
But  do  thou,  Lord,  my  trembling  Feet  fuflain, 
Then  I  the  Race  and  the  Reward  ihall  gain. 


Am 


(9?) 


Amfrdefugafkculi,  cap.  i. 

Vbo  among  fo  many  Troubles,  of  the 
Body^  among  fo  many  Allurements 
of  the  World^  cm  keep  a  fafe  and 
unerring  Courfe? 


IV.  My 


(94) 


(Jt\/  fc$/i  frzm&Ielk  for  fear /&f 
merits. 3*6 ttlcitq .  izc . 


(95) 


IV. 

i  Flejh  tremhleth  for  fear  of  thee,    and  I  am 
ifraid  of  thy  Judgments,  Pfal.  cxix  120. 

k  Dread  of  Heav'n  was  by  the  Ancients  taught, 

\  As  the  firft  Imprefs  on  Man's  infant  Thought. 

d  he  who  underftood  it  belt,  has  faid, 

s  the  prime  Step  that  does  to  Wifdom  lead. 

)rm'd  by  this  my  early  Childhood  grew, 

d  to  fear  Heav'n  was  the  firft  thing  I  knew : 

;  ftill  fuch  dark  Oblivion  dull'd  my  Mind, 

auld  not  the  repeated  Alpha  find. 

Stripes  can  punilh  my  negle&ful  Crime, 

us  unimprov'd  t'have  triffled  out  my  Time. 

11  Boys  by  Stripes  with  Learning  are  infpir'd, 

little  Painsy   with  Induftry  acquir'd  : 

lien  twice  or  thrice,  they  read  their  Letters  o're, 

ey're  as  familiar  as  if  known  before  1 

d  tho'  in  Colour  all  alike  appear, 

:h  is  diftinguifli'd  by  its  Charterer. 

y  I  not  hope  Age  will  compleat  in  me 

e  eafie  Task  of  tender  Infancy  ? 


(9*> 

In  many  things  I  no  Infirutter  fought, 
Too  apt,  (  alas ! )  to  Pra&ife  them  untaught. 
Why  is  not  Fear  as  foon  imbib'd,   a  Rule 
So  oft  explain'd  in  Arts  Improving  School  f 
Whatlfooaldyfcgfe,  ftill  (to  my  ikame)  I  fear, 
And  flight  that  mo  ft,  which  I  fhou'd  moft  revere* 
I  fear  Mans  Eye  when  I  wou'd  ad  a  Sin, 
But  dYead  not  Heav\  nor  the  great  Judge  within  t 
For  my  grofs  Body  I  am  flill  in  fear, 
But  my  fare  Sod  partakes  not  of  my  Care; 
Thus  Hil y  Birds  a  harmlefs  Scare-crow  fhun  ', 
Yet  boldly  to  the  fatal  Lime-twigs  run. 
The  Royal  Stag  thus  Feathers  frighten  more, 
Than  the  fail  ery  of  Hounds,  that's  jufl  before* 
Thus  the  fierce  Lion,  of  fdfe  Fires  afraid, 
Flies  to  the  Toils,  in  which  he  is  betray'd. 
Such  Vanity  has  Men's  dark  Minds  o'refpread. 
That  lefs  the  Thunder  than  the  Clap  they  dread  5 
Think  Hell  a  Fable,  aa  invented  Name, 
And  count  its  Fire  a  harmlefs  lambent  Flame. 
With  brutjfh  Rage  to  blacked  Ills  they  run, 
And  never  fear  the  Wickednefs,  till  done  : 
But  tho'  this  Fear  did  not  their  Crimes  prevent) 
'Twill  come,  too  fure,  to  be  their  PunifJjment. 
Then  with  ftrangeFrights, from  their  lofiSenfesdrVf 
Their  refdefs  Thoughts  run  on  offended  Heav'n 

Tb 


(97) 

fhen  fudden  Fears  their  watchful  Thoughts  allarm,' 
Lnd  call  them  from  their  lonely  Beds  to  arm, 
Vhile  their  own  Shadows  only  do  them  harm. 
!ach  little  thing's  fo  magnify'd  by  Fear, 
rhey  dread  a  Lion,  when  a  Monfe  they  hear, 
f  in  the  Night  they  hear  a  gentle  Breeze 
legin  to  whifper  in  the  murmuring  Trees, 
Vith  Hair  erect,  and  cold  unnatural  Sweat, 
rhey  fhrink  beneath  the  confcious  Coverlet. 
Vhat  do  they  then,  when  glaring  Lightnings  fly, 
\xA  bellowing  Thunders  roll  along  the  Sky  ? 
rhey  think  each  Flafh  a  MefTenger  of  Death, 
Ind  at  each  Crack  defpair  of  longer  Breath  5 
it  every  Noife  they  in  new  Fears  engage, 
Ud  Ruin  from  each  Accident  prefage. 
"lay,  ev'n  of  Silence,  and  its  felf  afraid, 
rhe  troubled  Mind's  eternally  difmay'd  -7 
uch  Puniihments  attend  affii&ing  Guilt, 
Vhich  never  Pain  like  its  own  Torments  felt. 
fym  trembling  Cain  dreads  from  each  Hand  he  fees 
lie  Fate  his  injur  d  Brother  had  from  his. 
'-lis  crimfon  Sod,  with  AbelV  Murther  ftain'di 
hill  with  the  bloody  Scene  is  entertained. 
^o  more  fevere  Correction  waits  on  Sin, 
rhan  its  unbrib'd  Upbraider  ftill  within. 

H  then 


(9«) 

Then  with  thy  Darts,  Lord,  frighten  me  from  III, 
My  Fury  wants  this  kind  Reftri&ion  ftiil. 
Fear  timely  comes  before  a  Faults  begun. 
He  fears  too  late,  that  fears  not  till  'tis  done. 


Bernard 


(99) 


Bernard.  Serm.  26. 


"he  Holy  Pfalmift  defires  wifely  to  be 
fmitten,  and  healthfully  to  be  wounded^ 
when  he  prays  to  be  Transfixed  with 
the  fear  of  God  ;  for  that  fear  is  an 
excellent  Dart,  that  wounds  and  deftrcys 
the  Lufis  of  the  Flejh,  that  the  Sprit 
may  be  Jafe. 


H  2  V.  0  return 


(   "OO  ) 


O  lii?'rv  &vay  rnziic  eycS     fcaSt~ 
(l/inrh/i<rli~vanih/.  TSal:  "J-J?- 

T.  ice 


(  ioi  ) 


V. 

1  turn  arvaj  mine  Eyes,    left  they  behold,  Vanity, 
Pfal.  cxix.  37. 

fN  my  high  Capitol  two  Centries  ftili 

L  Keep  conftant  watch,  to  guard  the  Citadel : 

'  fix'd  or  wandring  Stars,  I  do  not  know, 

"ho'  either  Epithet  becomes  them  too : 

ach  from  its  Duty  is  in  ftragling  loft, 

et  each  maintains  immovable  its  Poft  3 

oth  fwift  of  Motion,   yet  both  fixd  remain : 

Mat  Sampfon  this  dark  Riddle  can  explain  ? 

Ev'n  You?  my  Eyes,  are  thefe  myfterions  Stars, 
Ix'd  in  my  Head,   yet  daily  Wanderers : 
Mo  plac'd  in  that  exalted  Tow'r  of  mine, 
ike  Torches  in  fome  lofty  Pharos  fhinej 
>r  like  two  Watch-men  on  fome  riling  place, 
iew  every  near,  and  every  diftant  pafs. 
et  you  to  me  lefs  conftant  prove  by  far, 
"han  thofe  kind  Guides  to  their  Obfervers  are  \ 

H  3  Their 


(    102   ) 

Their  Favours  only  with  themfelves  Expire, 
UnJefs  Che  Hand  that  gave,  recalls  their  Fire. 
You,  like  mad  Steeds,  too  headftrong  for  the  Reir 
Will  let  now  Pow'r  your  wandring  Courfe  reftrain 
Ton,  by  whofe  Guidance  we  fhou'd  Danger  fliun, 
Betray  us  to  the  Rocks  on  which  we  run. 
Thus  wandring  Dinay  led  by  ymr  falfe  Light 7 
Exposed  her  Honour^    to  oblige  her  Sight. 
Thus,  while  Jejjides  view'd  the  bathing  Dame, 
What  coolJd  her  Heat^  kindled  in  him  a  Flame. 
Thus  gazing  on  the  Hebrew  Matrons  Eyes, 
Made  the  Affytham  Head  her  eaiie  Prize. 
Thus  the  fond  Elders,  by  their  Sight  milled, 
Purfu  cl  the  Joys  of  a  forbidden  Bed  ; 
Nor  cond  their  htfiful  Flame  be  difpofefi^ 
Till  with  a  Jhow'r  of  weighty  Stones  fuppreft. 

More  ruin'd  Souls  by  thefe  falfe  Guides  are  loft, 
Than  Shipwreck'd  Veflels  on  the  Rockieft  Coaft. 

Then  Happy  he,  Happy  alike  and  Wife, 
Who  made  a  timely  Covenant  with  his  Eyes ! 
And  Happier  he  who  did  his  Guards  Disbandy 
Torn  from  their  Pofts  by  his  wife  fearlefs  Hand  I 


So 


(  io3  ) 

So  ill,  falfe  Gentries,  you  your  Charge  perform, 
ou  favour  the  Surprize,  that  fhou'd  the  Camp  allarm* 
)id  you  for  this  the  Capitol  obtain  ? 
or  this  the  Charge  of  the  chief  Caftle  gain  ? 
'hat  you  have  thus  x? inferior  Earth  betray'd, 
dan's  lofty  Soul,   for  nobler  Objects  made  ? 
,nd  do  not  rather  raife  his  Thoughts  on  high, 
,bove  the  Harry  Arches  of  the  Sky  ? 
'hat  Theatre  will  entertain  his  Sight 
yith  various  Scenes  of  fuitable  Delight : 
ut  you  are  more  on  Earth  than  Heav*n  intent, 
,nd  your  induitrious  Search  is  downward  bent. 

What  fliall  I  do,  fince  you  unruly  grow, 
aid  will  no  Limits,  no  Confinement  know  ? 
)h !  fliut  the  Wandrer's  up  in  endlefs  Night, 
)r  with  thy  Band,  dear  God,  contradt  their  Sight 

j  Aug.  Soliloq.  cap.  4. 

Voe  to  the  blind  Eyes  that  fee  not  Thee,  the  Sun  that 
enlightens  both  Heaven  and  Earth !  woe  to  the  dim 
Eyes  that  cannot  fee  Thee  !  woe  to  them  that  turn 
awdy  their  Eyes  from  beholding  Truth  !  woe  to  them 
that  turn  not  away  thtir  Eyes  from  beholding  Va- 
nity ! 

H  4  VI.  0  let 


(  io4  ) 


Oihtmv  heart  be  Scnniomi  thy 
ShituteJ,  thatlhe  not  ashamed. 


:FjaL.  ug.  8c- 


F.io^ 


(  io5) 


VI. 


I  let  my  Heart  be  found  in  thy  Statutes,   that  I 
be  not  afhamed,  Pfal.  cxix.  89* 

hOu'd  I  but  hope  my  Face  wou'd  pleafe  my  Dear, 
U  That  fliou  d  be  all  my  Bus'nefs,  all  my  Care  : 
jy  fir  ft  Concern  fhou'd  for  Complexion  be, 
be  next,  to  keep  my  Skin  from  Freckles  free  : 
0  help  of  Art,  or  Induftry  I'd  want, 
io  Beamy-water,  or  improving  Faint, 
y  Dreffwg-boxes  (hou'd  with  Charms  abound, 
b  make  decaf  d  Old  Flejh&em  Toping  and  Sound: 
rich  Spanijh-wool,  red  as  the  Blooming  Rofe, 
id  C*r*jfo  whiter  than  the  Mountain  Snows: 
rith  all  the  Arts  that  ftudious  Virgins  know, 
rho  on  their  Beauty  too  much  Pains  beftow. 
hen  I'd  corred  each  Error  by  my  Glafs, 
ill  not  one  Fault  were  found  in  all  my  Face, 
on  my  Brow  one  Hair  amifs  I  fpy'd, 
hat  very  Hair  fhou'd  foon  be  redify'd. 
!  dull  my  Eyes,  how  loudly  I'd  complain 
ill  they  their  wonted  Luftre  wore  again 

Shou'd 


(  io<5) 

Shou'd  but  one  Wrinkle  in  my  Face  appear, 
Td  cry,  What  means  this  fawcy  Wrinkle  here  ? 
Ev'n  with  each  Mole  t' offend  thee  I  fhou'd  fear, 
Cou'd  I  but  think  this  Face  to  thee  were  dear. 
For  if  the  fmalleft  Wart  thereon  Ihou'd  rife, 
I  doubt  'twou'd  feem  a  Mountain  in  your  Eyes. 
Nay,  the  leaft  Fault  my  felf  wou'd  Cenfure  too, 
For  fear  that  Fault  Ihou'd  be  diflik'd  by  you. 
Thus  every  Grace  which  Nature  has  deny'd. 
By  Art's  kind  help  ihou'd  amply  be  fupply'd  : 
With  Curls  and  Locks  I  wou'd  adorn  my  Head,   ■■ 
And  thick  with  Jewels  my  gay  Treffes  fpread  : 
With  double  T earls  Td  hang  my  loaded  Ears, 
Whilft  my  white  Neck  vaft  Chains  of  Rubies  wears. 
Thus  I  among  the  Faircfi  wou'd  be  feen, 
And  dare  vie  Beauty,  ev'n  with  Shebah  Queen. 

But  oh  !  no  fiich  vain  Toys  affect  your  Mind, 
Thefe  meet  with  no  Admirers,  but  the  Blind, 
Who  in  a  Drefi  feek  Objects  of  their  Love, 
Which  once  pnt  off,    the  Beauties  too  remove. 
Thus  the  fond  Crowd's  caught  by  a  gay  Attire, 
The  only  thing  indeed  they  find  t' admire. 

But  Toi:,  my  Love,  no  borrowed  Beauties  prize, 
Ho  artificial  Chimes  attra&  jam  Eyes. 


(  "7  ) 

ear  as  your  own,  you  rate  a  fpotlefs  Hearty 

id  for  its  fake  accept  each  other  Part. 

Oh  that  my  Heart  unfpotted  were,  and  free 
om  every  Tinclure  of  Impurity  ! 
len  in  your  Favour  I  fhou'd  make  my  Boafh 
id  hate  each  Stain  by  which  it  might  be  lofl. 

Hugo  de  S.  Vift.  in  Arrha  animal 

bafe  and  filthy  Spots,  why  do  you  fiick  fo  long  t 
Be  gone,  depart,  and  prefume  no  more  to  offend  my 
Beloved's  Sight, 


Chryfoft, 


(io8) 


Ccnn&myBclcrv-eOj  letu.J  ga 
fimCvrita  the  ?ieldfrtct7 
7lj  [fad-pe  in  theWllagtJ 
CanT7-it.  1-uoS. 


(  log) 


fit 

we  my  Beloved,  let  us  go  forth  into  the 
Fields,  let  us  lodge  in  the  Villages,  Cant, 
vij.  ii. 

lOme,  come,  my  Love,  let's  leave  the  bufie  Throng, 

-A  We  trifle  here  our  precious  Time  too  long. 

>me,  let  us  haften  to  fome  Field  or  Grove, 

le  fitteft  Theatres  for  Scenes  of  Love. 

•ong  Walls  and  Gates  the  City  guard,  'tis  true, 

t  what  fecures  it  thus,  confines  it  too. 

e'll  reap  the  Pleafures  of  the  open  Field, 

hich  does  Security  with  Freedom  yield. 

r  there's  /  know  not  what,  fo  fafe,  fo  dear 

Ei'  Country,  as  we  ne'er  fhou'd  light  on  here, 

hat  tho'  the  City-Tow'rs  the  Clouds  invade, 

id  o'er  the  Fields  projed  their  lofty  fhade  ? 

t  thence  Content  has  made  a  far  Retreat, 

id  chofe  the  humble  Cottages  ics  Seat ; 

/here  fomething  more  divinely  Sweet  they  Breath, 

tho'  all  Thatch  above,  all  Earth  beneath.) 

There 


(  no) 

There  the  remoteft  Solitude  enjoys 

The  Bleffing  of  more  Quiet,   and  lefs  Noifc. 

Come  then,  my  Love,  and  let's  retire  from  hence, 

And  leave  this  bufie  fond  Impertinence. 

See  !  ev'n  the  Cities  eldeil  Son  and  Heir, 

Who  gets  his  Gold,  his  dear-lov'd  Idol,  there ; 

Yet  in  the  Country  fpends  his  City-gains^ 

And  makes  its  Tleafure  recompence  his  Fains : 

And  tho'  the  City  has  his  fublick  Foice^ 

The  Country  ever  is  his  private  Choice. 

Here  ftil]  the  Rich,  the  Noble,  and  the  Great, 

Unbend  their  Minds  in  a  fecure  Retreat  -, 

And  Heaven's  free  Canopy  yields  more  Delight 

Than  guilded  Roofs  and  Fret-work  to  the  Sighc. 

Nor  can  fenced  Cities  keep  the  Mind  in  Peace, 

So  well  as  of  en  guar  die fs  Pillages. 

Come  then,  my  Love,  let's  from  the  City  haft, 

Each  Minute  we  fpend  there,  is  fo  much  wafte. 

I  have  a  Country -Farm,  whofe  fertile  Ground 
Soft  murmuringBrooks  and  chryftal  Streams  furroua 
A  better  Air  or  Soil  were  never  known, 
Nor  more  convenient  Diflance  from  the  Town : 
Hither,  my  Love,  if  thou  wilt  take  thy  Flight, 
The  City  will  no  more  thy  Senfe  Delight, 
Driven  from  thy  Thoughts  as  quickly  thy  Sight. 

Hei 


(Ill ) 

're  in  the  Shades  I  will  my  Bear  Carefs, 

I  leifure  to  receive  my  kind  Addrels. 

•re,  from  the  City  and  its  Tumults  free, 

tall  enjoy  more  than  my  Self,  in  Thee. 

l  o're  our  Heads,  drefs'd  in  their  leavy  State,. 

ie  amorous  Turtle  wooes  his  faithful  Mate. 

i  Bus'nefs  fhall  invade  our  Pleafure  here, 

-  rude  Difturber  of  our  Joys  appear. 

re  thou  thy  fecret  Pajftons  fhalt  reveal, 

d  whifper  in  my  Ear  the  plea  fin  g  Tale  \ 

lile  in  Requital  I  difclofe  my  Flame, 

d  in  the  fav'ring  Shades  conceal  my  Shame* 

!  cou'd  I  fee  that  Happy  Happy  Day  ! 

now  no  Blifs  beyond,  for  which  to  Pray. 

en  to  the  Country  let  us,  Dear,  repair, 

Love  thrives  befi  in  the  clear  of  en  Air. 

■ 
- 

Hieron.  Ep.  ad  Heflod.  i. 

at  doft  thou  ?  How  long  do  the  fiadows  of  the  Houfes 
onfine  thee  f  How  long  does  the  Prifon  of  the  fmoaky 
?ity  Jhut  thee  up  ?  Believe  me,  I  fee  fome  greater 
:jght,  and  am  refolvd  to  throw  off  the  burthen  of 
he  Flejh,  and  fly  to  the  fplendor  of  the  purer  Air. 


VIII.  Draw 


(112) 


I  Draw  mc,rv-ee  ivili  ntnMfhi 
thee  (in  the >.SaimirjrQ*"~ 
,cCjy n  I  m  eats.) 


\>J 


Vl 


id 


( *IJ ) 


viii. 

)raw  me,  voe  will  run  after  thee,  (in  the  favour 
of  thf  Ojntments,)  Cant.  i.  4. 

JEE  how  my  feeble  Limbs,  now  giv'n  in  vain, 
I  Jncreafe  thfc  Btf  rtheii  which  they  fhOu'd  fttftdin  ! 
/hile,  weary  of  my  hated  Life,  I  lie, 

faint  Refemblance  of  what  once  was  t. 
i  Head,  depreft  with  its  one  weight,  hangs  low> 
nd  to  themfelves  my  Limbs  a  Burthen  grow. 

various  Tofiures  ftill  I  feek  for  Eafe, 
it  find  at  laft  not  any  one  to  pleale. 
ow  I  woud  rife,   ndw  Wilh  my  felf  in  Bed, 
ow  with  my  Hands  ftfpport  toy  drooping  Head ": 
ow  on  my  Back,  now  on  my  Face  I  lie, 
ad  now  for  Reft  on  either  fide  I  try  : 
nd  when  my  Bed  I've  tumbled  Reftleft  aYet 
n  ftill  th'  uheafie  Wretch  I  was  before. 
bus  hinder'd  by  my  own  Infirmity, 
ho'  fairi  I  wontd,   I  cannot  follow  thee. 
hen  wilt  thou  go,  and  leave  me  Dying  here  ? 
this  thy  Kindnefs,  this  thy  Love,  my  Dear  ? 
ad  do  I  then  fo  great  a  Burthen  grow, 
ton  wilt  not  ftay  till  I  can  witb  thee  go  ? 

*  Thus 


(»4) 

Thus  Soldiers  from  their  wounded  Comrades  fly 

At  an  Allarm  of  any  Danger  nigh, 
Vnnat'ral  Mothers  thus  their  Babes  difciairil, 
Urg'd  to  the  Sin  by  Poverty  or  Shame. 
Stretch,  Lord,  thy  Hand,  and  thy  weak  Follower  mei 
Or  if  not  reach  thy  Hand,  yet  fiay  thy  Feet. 

The  grateful  Stork  bears  o're  the  fpacious  Floodf 
Its  aged  Dam,  and  Triumphs  in  the  Load : 
The  Doe  fupports  her  tender  Swimmers  weight, 
And  minds  her  [elf  lefs  than  her  dearer  Fraighu 

But  you,  unkind !  forfake  your  Love,  alone, 
In  defert  Fields  forgotten,  and  unknown, 
So  burthenfom  her  Company  is  grown : 
Yet  I'd  not  hinder  or  retard  your  Hafte, 
But  gently  draw,  and  I  fhall  follow  fall : 
Tho'  falPn  and  fainting  now,  a  little  fpace 
Shall  make  me  out-ftrip  the  Winds  impetuous  Race. 
Nor  fhall  you  Violence  need  to  force  me  on, 
Free  and  unurgd,  I'll  clofe  behind  you  run. 
As,  when  at  your  Command  the  Net  was  caft, 
The  willing  Ftjh  leapt  in  with  eager  hafte ', 
And,  unconcerned,  their  own  Deftruttion  fought, 
&  much  hwas  their  Ambition  to  be  caught. 

FUafure  and  Senfe  do  all  Mankind  mifguide, 
Some  by  their  Eyes,  fome  by  their  Ears  are  tyU 

Ifeek 


(  H5  ) 

I  feek  not,  Lord,  my  Eyes  or  Ears  to  pleafe, 
Th'  Arabian  Sweets  fate  belt  with  my  Difeafe* 
Thy  Treffes  of  the  balmy  Spiknard  fmell, 
And  from  thy  Head  the  richeft  Oyls  diftill. 
Choice  fragrant  Scents  from  thy  lov'd  Temples  flow. 
And  on  thy  Lips  eternal  i&/&  grow. 
Thou  breattift  the  O^rj  of  the  Spicy  Eafi, 
tn  Myrrhy  Dew  thy  fragrant  #Wj  are  drefh 
Thy  Iv*ry  Neck  fweats  richeft  Frankincenfe, 
And  r?Vy  fart  does  fome  rare  5c^f  difpenee. 
Whate'er  Perfumes  in  the  vaft  World  are  found, 
'n  a  rich  Compound  mix'd,  in  Tk*  abound, 
full  fuch  a  noble  Smell,  and  rich  Perfume 
Was  that  of  old  fill'd  the  blefl  Virgins  Room, 
When  Thou,  the  Flow'r  of  Jeffe,  began  ft  to  Bloom, 

Oh  !   might  this  Odor  blefs  my  longing  Sen fe, 
3ow  wou'd  it  cure  my  feeble  Impotence ! 
!  foon  fhou'd  conquer  all  my  Languiihment, 
\nd  fwiftly  follow  the  dttraElive  Scent, 
\nd  my  Companions  the  fame  Courfe  wou'd  move, 
\s  the  whole  Flock  waits  on  th'  anointed  Dove. 

Gilbert,  in  Cant.  Horn.  18. 

wOVe  is  a  Cord  that  holds  faft,  and  draws  Affectionate- 
ly, whofe  Words  are  fo  many  Allurements.  Nothing 
holds  fafter  than  the  Band  of  Love,  nothing  At' 
traffs  more  powerfully. 

I  2  IX,  0  that 


(  i*6) 


Ct/idt-t/iou  Wart  as  my  lwt/ici~,  f/iat 
Sadc d tic  Ivrj$kaf7ny7nclhciyv/ien  I 
s/inJdfindt/ice  withcutjnwttd ' hifs  fee 

yctlsh<ntl(lnci$c  desjiiscd.  c.vil.  $.  i 


<:.ii£ 


( II7 ) 


I  IX. 

0  that  thou  wert  as  my  Brother,  that  fucked  the 
Breafis  of  my  Mother ;  when  I  jbould  find  thee 
without^  I  would  kifs  thee,  yet  I  Jbould  nop 
be  Defpifed,   Cant.  viij.  i. 

WHO  will  enoble  my  unworthy  Race, 
And  Thy  great  Name  among  their  Numbers 
Nor  wiih  I  this  to  raife  mf  Pedigree,  (place? 

Contented  with. my  mean  Obfcurity. 
Yet,  tho'  my  Blood  wou'd  be  a  ftaia  to  Thine, 
Still  I  mud  wi/h  we  had  one  Parent-line. 
Nor  wou'd  I  have  thee  grown  to  thofe  brisk  Years 
When  firft  the  gentle  btsdding  Down  appears. 
But  ftill  an  Infant,    hanging  on  the  Breaft, 
The  fame  which  I  before  have  often  preft : 
A  Brother  fuch  wou'd  my  Ambition  chufe, 
If  Elder,  I  thy  Gonverfe  mull  refute. 
My  Life !  be  born  again,  and  let  me  fee, 
Dear  Child,  thofe  happy  Cradles,  Weft  by  Thee. 
Children  have  pretty,  pleafant,  charming  Arts, 
Above  the  Elder  Sort,  to  win  our  Hearts ; 

I  3  And 


(n8) 

And  tho'  each  Age  wou'd  its  own  Merit  prove, 

Childhood  is  ftill  molt  prevalent  in  Love : 

Ev'n  he  who  tames  the  World,  tho'  calm  and  mild 

His  Face  appear ev'n  Love  himfelf  's  a  Child. 

Wer't  thou  a  Boy,  drelt  in  thy  Infant  Charms 
Unblanvd,  I'd  clafp  thee  clofely  in  my  Arms. 
My  Life !  be  born  again,  and  let  me  fee, 
Bear  Child,  Thofe  happy  Cradles,  blefl:  by  Thee: 
Then  I  (hou'd  have  Thee  to  my  felf  alone, 
Nor  blam'd,  nor  cenfur'd  if  my  Love  were  known. 
My  Arms  all  Day  (hou'd  bear  thy  grateful  Weight, 
And  be  thy  fafe  Enclofure  all  the  Night. 
When  thy  foft  Cheeks  or  ruddy  Lips  I'd  kifs, 
No  Fear  or  Shame  (hou'd  interrupt  the  Blifs  y 
For  none  a  Sifters  Kindnefs  can  Upbraid, 
At  leafb  when  to  an  Infant- Brother  Paid  : 
And  tho'  on  thy  foft  Lips  long  time  I'd  dwell, 
Sure  a  Chafte  Kifs  can  never  be  but  well. 
O  that  you'd  hear,  ye  gentle  Powrs  above, 
And  to  my  Brother  thus  transform  my  Love  ! 
That  thou,  my  Dear,  ray  Brother  woud'ft  become, 
Dear  as  the  Off-fpring  of  my  Parents  Womb. 
Then  all  my  Vows,  then  all  my  Thanks  I'd  pay, 
Blefs  the  glad  Change^  and  hail  the  welcome  Day. 
What  woud  I  do  to  make  my  Tranfport  known? 
What  wou'd  I  do  ?  What  wou'd  I  leave  undone  | 

How 


(»9) 

How  oft  wou'd  I,  by  Health,  ev'n  when  forhid% 

Stand  all  Night  Centry  by  the  Cradle-fide  f 
How  num'rous  fhou'd  my  Services  become  ? 
Ev'n  till,  perhaps  you  thought  'em  troublefom  : 
For  when  my  Mother  took  thee  from  the  Bread, 
My  Arms  fhou'd  with  the  next  remove  be  Bleft : 
Or  if  fhee  d  have  thee  born  to  take  the  Air, 
Td  ftill  my  felf  the  grateful  Burthen  bear. 
Or  wou'd  fhe  have  thee  in  the  Cradle  lie, 
Sing  thee  to  Sleep,  and  then  fit  watching  by  ? 
If  fhe  to  take  the  W<^  Employment  wejit 
My  eager  hafie  fhou'd  her  Defign  prevent : 
But  when  fhe  fhou'd  intruft  thee  to  my  Gare, 
And  going  forth,   leave  me  to  tend  my  Bear  ; 
How  great  wou'd  be  the  Pleafure  of  my  Charge  ? 
How  wou'd  I  then  indulge  my  Self  at  large  ? 
Thy  Mantle  foon  I  foftly  wou'd  remove, 
Eager  t'  enjoy  the  Objedt  of  my  Lpve , 
And,  favoured  by  the  mofl  Commodious  Light, 
Feafl  on  thy  lovely  Face  my  longing  Sight. 
Thy  Head  fhou'd  on  my  Left-hand  gently  reft, 
While  with  my  Right  I  clafpt  thee  to  my  Breaft  7 
And  then  fo  lightly  I  wou'd  ileal  a  Kifs7 
It  fhou'd  not  interrupt  thy  fleefmg  Blifs. 
Then,  Dear,  be  pleas'd  a  feeond  Birth  t'  allow, 
That  on  thy  Cheeb  my  Lips  may  pay  their  Vow. 

I  4  And 


(    120  ) 

And  as  thy  growth  renders  thy  Organs  ftrong, 
And  thou  begin  n  ft  to  ufe  thy  Ioofhed  Tongue ; 
Then  thou,  my  Love,  fhalt  my  fmall  Pupil  be, 
And  as  I  Speak,  fhalt  Stammer after  me : 
And  when  thou  doft  the  help  of  Arms  refute, 
And  dar'ft  attempt  th'affifting  Wand  to  ufe, 
I'll  teach  thee  fafely  how  to  Praunce  along, 
And  keep  thy  nimble  Footfteps  firm  and  ftrong: 
And  if  fome  naughty  Stone  offend  thy  Feet, 
My  ready  Arms  thejr  [tumbling  Charge  fliall  meet J 
Pleas'd  with  a  frequent  Opportunity 
Of  thus  receiving  and  embracing  Thee : 
Nor  fhall  I  any  Recompence  regard, 
The  pleafing  Service  is  its  own  Reward, 


Bonavent. 


(  "I  ) 

Bonavent.  SolUoq.  cap.  i. 

was  ignorant^   0  Jweet  Jeju,  that  thy 
Embraces  were  fi  plea/ant,    thy  Touch 


am  a  Virgin. 


&$ 
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Itornyfcenfw  bedjsciyhtkim  whan 
^TT-  Scul  It&AJ&wht  hint  /"/-  I 


■found  him 


nctr.Lanl.j.  i 
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X. 

Night  on  my  Bed,  I  fought  him  whom  my 
Soulloveth,  1  fought  him,  hut  I  found,  him 
not,  Cant.  iij.  i. 

Treat  not  of  inferior  mortal  Eres, 
But  chaftefi  Sighs ,  and  more  fublime  Defires  5 
■Bodies^  fb  the  Minds  their  Flames  receive, 
t  ftill  the  grojfer  for  the  Bodies  leave. 
le  generous  Fire  that  warms  the  Soul,  does  prove 
id  that  alone,  the  pleafing  Charms  of  Love, 
hat  nobler  Flames  the  lofty  Minds  infpire ! 
»w  are  they  rais'd  to  more  refin'd  Defire ! 
what  Divine  Embraces  do  they  join ! 
hat  holy  Hands  their  mutual  Contra&s  fign  / 
w  dear  the  Joys  of  that  chad  Genial  Bed  ! 
ith  what  unfpeakable  Delights  'tis  fpread ! 
here  the  pleas'd  Sod  in  her  Beloveds  Arms, 
id  he  in  hers,  gaze  on  each  others  Charms* 
ie  Bed  on  which  fuch  happy  Lovers  reft, 
downy  Peace  in  its  own  quiet  Bleft. 


Here 


("4) 

Here  I  Was  wont,  when  Care  drove  Sleep  aw 
Pregnant  with  Thought,  to  watch  the  Dawning  I 
Here  the  dear  He  that  Hole  my  Virgin-heart 
Did  oft  to  me  his  Bofom-cares  impart. 
,  Then,  then  a  Sacred  Flame  my  Soul  pofTeft, 
And  no  lets  Heat  reign'd  in  his  amorous  Breaft 
Then  filent  Love  did  all  our  Thoughts  imploy 
Tho'  Dumb,  our  Eyes  difcours'd  in  Tears  of  Jc. 
Butww,  nor  know  I  why,  my  Love's  eftrang'd,! 
I  fear  fome  Fault  of  mine  his  Mind  has  chang'd  i 
For,  a  whole  Day  he  has  not  Bleft  my  Sight,     | 
Nor  ( which  he  ever  us'd)  returned  at  Night, 
Or  has  the  Faithlefs  fickle  Charmer  fled, 
Or  for  another  left  my  Widow'd  Bed  ? 
How  fadly  I  in  Tears  and  Difcontent 
The  tedious  Night  of  his  griev'd  Abfence  fpem 
'Twas  now  the  dead  low  Ebb  of  deeped  Night, 
And  gentle  Sleep  had  lock'd  my  Droufy  Sight,  j 
When  a  loud  Voice  furpriz'd  my  trembling  Ear 
And  call'd,  Rife,  Sluggard,  fee  your  Love's  not  he> 
Straight  I  awake,  and  rub  my  fleepy  Eyes, 
Then  the  forfaken  Houfe  I  fill  with  Cries : 
Sleep'ft  thou,  my  Love  ?  But  Anfwer  I  had  none. 
For  He,  (alas  !  )  to  whom  I  fpoke,  was  gone. 
Soon  with  a  lighted  Torch  his  Steps  I  Trace, 
And  wifh  I  ne'er  had  feen  them  nor  his  Face. 

Tt 


n  on  the  guiltlefs  Bed  begin  t'  exclaim, 

where  my  Love  is,  and  it's  Silence  blame. 

rafted  then  I  fearch  the  Chamber  round, 

what  I  fought  Was  no  where  to  be  found. 

it  Tumults  then  were  rais'd  within  my  Breaft, 

)  once  on  Peace's  downy  Bed  did  reft  ? 

it  raging  Storms  then  toft  my  troubled  Mind, 

>'d  to  Tempefts  of  fo  fierce  a  Kind  ! 

ii  Pain  my  heavy  Eyes  to  Heav'n  I  raife, 

fcarce  my  Lips  can  open  in  its  Praife* 

ormer  Strength  in  facred  Conflidb  fails, 

what  was  once  my  Sport,  my  Soul  bewails : 

vhile  Succefs  Crown'd  my  troubled  Head, 

Jolden  Peace  I  made  my  eafie  Bed  : 

I  like  a  Boafiing  Soldier,  Raw  and  Young, 

•  always  is  Vidtorious  with  his  Tongue, 

l'd  to  Exercife  fome  Tyrant's  Rage, 

t  fome  glorious  Hazjtrd  I'd  engage. 

arm  a  Heat  within  my  Blood  did  play, 

le  on  the  eafie  Bed  of  Peace  I  lay  : 

vhen  this  Heat  forfook  me  with  my  Love, 

ix  than  Scythian  Frofis  my  Blood  did  prove, 

raPrs,  which  gentle  Zephyrs  kindly  rear, 

by  Cold  Frofis,   decay  and  difappear  : 

mps  burn  bright,  while  Oyl  maintains  their  Fire, 

s  that  ceafes,  Languilh  and  Expire. 

Alas ! 


(    126  ) 

Alas !  my  Lov^  I  fought  thee  in  my  Bed, 
Who  on  the  Crofs  had'ft  hid  thy  weary  Head : 
Peace  was  my  Bed,  while  the  curfl  Crofs  wasTfo; 
I  fhou'd  have  fought  Thee  by  that  fatal  Sign7 
Much  Time  I  loft  in  feeking  thee  around, 
But  fought  thee  where  thou  wert  not  to  be  foui* 


Gr 


(   12?  ) 

Greg,  in  Ezek.  Horn.  19. 

n  we  may  be  faid  to  feek  our  Beloved 
n  Bedj  when  being  amufed  with  any 
'title  fort  of  a  Refi  in  this  prejent 
life,  we  yet  Jigh  after  our  Redeemer. 
Vefeek  him  in  the  Night,  becaufe  the? 
hen  the  Soul  is  waking,  yet  the  Eye 
s  fill  in  Darknefs. 


XL  /  mil 


(  "8  ) 


SircclS  andinlhc  l>rvud  ways,  /will 
Sec  L  him  whoni  my  Sold kvcthlsny* 
him  lutlfcurJ /nm  nohCanti**^ 


(   »29  ) 


XL 

fill  rife,  and  go  about  the  City  in  the  Streets, 
tnd  in  the  broad  ways  I  will  feek  him  whom 
my  Soul  loveth ;  /  fought  him,  but  1  found 
him  not,  Cant.  iij.  2. 

k  T  laft,  tho'  late,  my  Error  does  appear^ 
\   Had  I  fearctfd  well  I  fure  had  found  my  Dear, 
lought  him  wrapt  in  foft  Repofe,  in  Bed, 
Ing  his  troubled  Breafi,  and  weary  Head  j 
:  there  (alas  ! )  my  Love  I  cou'd  not  find, 
larder  Lodging  was  for  him  deflgn'd. 
Uas !  my  Life,  alas !  what  (hall  I  do  ? 
w  can  I  Red  or  Sleep  deprivd  of  Tout 
S  tho'  a  thoufand  Rivers  murm 'ring  Noifc 
ra'd  court  me  to  it  with  one  lulling  Voice  j 
I  tho'  as  many  whifp  ring  Groves  confpire,  • 
d  join  the  Mufick  of  their  feather  d  Quire. 
irce  clofe  my  weary  Eyes,  with  Cares  opprcfc, 
hen  Sorrow  rufhes  in,  and  breaks  my  Reft. 
'•Eyes,  my  Thoughts  no  Night  admit,  but  when 
affing  lie,  each  tedious  Hour  feems  Ten. 

K  if 


If  ever  Sleep  indulge  my  Mifery, 
My  Sleeping  Thoughts  are  all  imploy'd  on  Thee : 
Why  then  fhou'd  wretched  I  feek  Reft  in  vain, 
Since  Sleep  fo  oft  denies  to  eafe  my  Pain  ? 

My  Bed  I  quit,  and  ranging  all  the  Town, 
Remove  as  Chance  or  Reafon  leads  me  on : 
Each  Corner  fearch,  and  hope  in  each  to  find 
The  dear  eft  Object  of  my  Eyes  and  Mind : 
No  Place  efcapes  me,  none  10  private  lies, 
To  cheat  th5  Enquiry  of  my  curious  Eyes. 
The  eager  Hound  thus  clofe  his  Game  purfues  j 
While  the  warm  Scent  directs  his  ready  Nofe  : 
Thro'WoodsandThickets5Bri'rs,andThornsheruns, 
No  Danger  dreads,   or  Inconvenience  fhuns. 
Thus  once  the  weeping  Magdalen  did  Roam 
To  find  her  Lord,  when  miffing  in  his  Tomb. 
What  that  denies,  fhe  hopes  the  City  yields  -, 
But  there  not  found,  fhe  feeks  him  in  the  Fields, 
No  Man  unask'd,  no  Place  unfearchyd,  remain  d, 
Till  the  dear  Treafure  which  fhe  fought  was  gaind  : 
Thus  the  griev'd  Dam  for  her  robb'd  Neft  complain?, 
And  fills  the  Foreft  with  her  mournful  Strains  j 
About  the  Tree  enrag'd  fhe  flies,  and  now 
Lights  on  the  top,  then  on  fome  under-Bough. 

And 


( I?I ) 

And  to  her  Fellows  fadly  does  relate 
Th' injurious  ftealth,   and  her  loft  Offerings.  Fate. 
rhus  have  I  fearch'd  thro'  ev'ry  Walk  and  Street, 
Sut  what  I  fought  (alas !)  I  cou'd  not  meet. 
Safe  Walks!  and  hateful  Streets !  whofe  ev'ry  Road 
Ay  weary  Feet  fo  oft  in  vain  have  trod  ! 
mill  my  Love  in  Bed,  and  fought  him  here  -, 
Jut  fought  amlfsy  and  ftill  muft  want  my  Dear. 

Amb.  de  Virg.  lib  3. 

^r//?  is  not  found  in  the  Courts  nor  in  the  Streets  * 
thrift  is  no  frequenter  of  the  Courts,  thrift  is  Peace,' 
in  the  Courts  are  Contentions:  Chrift  is  Jufticel 
in  the  Courts  is  Iniquity,  &c.  Let  us  Jhun  the 
Courts,    let  us  avoid  the  Streets. 


K  2  XII.  Sx» 


(   >3*   ) 


[J.vvyjiL  him  irhein  myJcul  lcxrlh.lt 
SiZis '  but  link  that  lj.\islfi\vu  them,  but  I 
r'cundhim  irhern  my  /nil  forth.-/ hell 
liimand  nvuM  nctlel'liim  ye.  tanhj.  ;.+ 


C  13?  > 


XII. 

Saw  you  him  whom  my  Soul  loveth  f  It  was  but  4 
little  that  I  paft  from  them,  but  I  found  him 
whom  my  Soul  loveth  :  I  held  him,  and  wou'd 
not  let  him  go,  Cant.  iij.  J,  4. 

IS  there  a  Corner  left  in  all  the  Town, 
Which  in  my  weary  Search  I  have  not  known  ? 
With  flaming  Torches  every  Street  was  Light, 
Nor  did  I  ev'n  the  meanefi  Allies  flight. 
Alas !  what  Ground  did  I  not  Travel  o're, 
rill  even  the  City  had  not  any  more  ? 
But  why  fhou'd  I  this  fmitlefs  Toil  approve, 
Since  all  my  feeklng  does  not  find  my  Love  ? 
Then,  hopelefs,  back  my  penfive  Courfe  I  fteer'd, 
But  (till  no  Tidings  of  my  Lover  heard  } 
When  I  at  laft  approach'd  the  City-gate, 
Where  a  ftrong  Guard  in  conftant  Watch  did  wait : 
5aid  I,    Perhaps  my  Love  is  hidden  here : 
And  then  I  ask'd  them  if  they  f*vo  my  Bear  f 
They  Laugh'd,  and  my  Enquiry  did  deride, 
And  who's  your  Love  ?  One  of  the  Centries  cry'd  : 

K  3  $** 


(  *34) 

Has  he  no  Name  by  which  he  may  be  known  I 
How  can  we  tell,  fince  yon  have  giv'n  us  none  I 
Excule,  fold  1,   my  rude  Simplicity, 
I  thought  him  known  to  all  the  World,  as  Me  : 
And  that  our  Love,  fa  much  the  talk  of  Fame, 
Had  made  it  needlefs  to  declare  his  Name  \ 
And  tho'  you  wou'd  pretend  this  Ign'rance  now, 
I'm  Confident  you  cannot  chufe  but  know  : 
Then  pray  be  pleas'd  in  Earneft  to  declare 
If  you  have  fceii  him  lately  palling  here : 
Him,  whom  above  my  Life  I  dearly  Prize, 
And  him  who  loves  me  more  than  his  own  Eyes  f 
Say,  when  he  went,  what  Stay  he  made  with  yon, 
And  whither  he  pretended  he  worfd  go  ? 
Unto  the  Right  or  Left-hand  is  he  gone  ? 
Or  had  he  Company,   or  was  K  alone  ? 
The  fportful  Watch,   regardlefs  of  my  Cares, 
Anfwer  with  Laughter,  and  deride  my  Tears.    . 
From  them  1  go,   hopelefs  my  Love  to  find, 
While  Tides  of  Grief  c'rewhelm'd  my  finking  Mind. 
But  while  my  Soul  fuch  painful  Thoughts  imploy, 
(Nor  dar'd  1  let  it  hope  fo  vail  a  Joy  :) 
My  Love,   the  fame  I  fought  the  City  round, 
Now,    unexfefted  and  unfought,    was  found. 


Loft 


Loft  between  Joy  and  Fear  in  the  Surprize, 
durft  not  well  give  credit  to  my  Eyes. 
\.nd  have  I  thee  again  t   I  wottd  have  cry'd, 
Jut  as  I  ftrove,  my  faultring  Tongue  deny'd. 
is  when  fome  mournful  Wife  fees  by  her  Bed 
ler  Husband  long  by  Fame  reported  Dead  ^ 
Vmaz'd  to  meet  what  ihe  had  giv'n  for  loft, 
ihe  flies  his  Arms,  and  takes  him  for  a  Ghoft : 
tor  dares,  till  his  known  Voice  the  Truth  allure, 
rhe  Sight  of  what  fhe  moft  defires,  endure : 
knd  ftill  Ihe  fears  left  (he  too  eafie  prove, 
ktray'd  to  this  Credulity  by  Love. 
rhus  while  I  trembling  ftand,  again  I  try  ; 
^gain  my  Life  falutes  my  joyful  Eye. 
rofs'd  between  Doubt,  and  Hope,  and  Love,  and  Fear, 
\xe  you  my  Love,  I  cry,  or  in  his  Shape  appear  ? 
My  Bear ! — ah  no  !  alas !  you  are  not  He ; 
fet  fure  you  are— Yes,  yes,  you  are,  I  fee. 
Wy  Love,  my  Life,  I  fee  and  know  you  now, 
uly  fecret  Ecftacy  difcovers  you. 
'leas'd  with  your  Voice,  and  ravifh'd  with  your  Face, 
fly  uncall'd  to  your  belov'd  Embrace, 
rhus,  thus  I'll  bind  you  to  me,  and  prevent 
V  fecond  Search,    the  Soldiers  Merriment. 
)  that  my  Arms  were  Chains,  and  each  pait  elfe, 
?cet,  Hands  and  all,  were  Gyves  and  Manacles ! 

K  4  Then 


(x?6) 

Then  with  a  triple  Band  my  Love  I'd  bind, 
Clofe  as  the  Elm  is  by  the  Vine  entwin'd  \ 
The  fhaky  Ivy  fhou'd  not  clofer  crawl 
About  the  Ruines  of  its  dear-lov'd  Wall 
And  while  my  buiie  Hands  your  Neck  enclofe, 
Think  that  no  Burthen  which  their  Kindnefs  fhows ! 
Remember,  Love,  you  have  been  abfent  long,* 
And  Time  that  did  it  muft  repair  the  wrong  : 
But  of  the  Recompence  you  foon  complain, 
And  e'er  my  Joys  begin,  are  gone  again. 
But  Hay !  ah  too  unkind,  ungrateful !  flay  ! 
Nor  fhali  you  fly,   unlefs  you  force  your  way. 


Beda 


Beda  in  Cant,  cap,  3, 

Vhen  I  had  found  him,  I  held  him  fo 
much  the  fafter,  by  how  much  the 
longer  I  was  in  finding  him. 


XIII.  But 
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fash  hi •  {rffcLt  to  jmt  >ni'  tniSt  in  J/tc 
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XIII. 

it  it  is  good  for  me  to  hold  me  faft  by  God,  to 
ut  my  Truft  in  the  Lord  God,  Pfal.  Ixxiij.  27. 

rHro'  what  ftrange  turns  of  Fortune  have  1  gone, 
Jufl  as  a  Ball  from  Hand  to  Hand  is  thrown  ? 
vrs  loud  Allarms  were  firft  my  fole  Delight, 
id  hope  of  Glory  led  me  out  to  Fight : 
ms  rais'd  my  Courage,  Arms  were  all  my  care, 
if  I  had  no  other  Bus'nefs  here. 
c  with  a  Song  I  paft  my  tedious  Hour, 
hile  I  flood  C entry  on  fbme  lofty  Tow'r  : 
l  I  the  Enemies  Intent  betray'd, 
id  fhew'd  their  Motions  by  the  Signs  I  made. 
earnt  t'  intrench  a  Camp,  and  Bulwarks  rear, 
ith  all  the  Cunning  of  an  Engineer. 
ver  forward  was,  .and  bold  in  Fight, 
d  did  to  A&ion  the  faint  Troops  Excite, 
ne  better  underftood  the  Art  of  War, 
ne  more  the  Soldiers  or  Commanders  Care  : 
in  the  Lybian  Defart  did  I  Sweat, 
''d  with  the  Sand,  and  melted  with  the  Heat  ^ 

Choak'd 


(  Ho  ) 

Choak'd  with  the  Dull,  yet  no  kind  Fountain  ni{ 
The  Place  as  little  Moiflure  had  as  I. 

How  ofc  have  I  fwam  mighty  Rivers  o'er, 
With  heavy  Armour  loaden,  tir'd,  and  fore  ? 
And  Hill  my  Sword  acrofs  my  Mouth  have  laid, 
Whene'er  I  did  the  adverfe  Stream  invade. 
Thus  long  the  Camp  has  had  my  Company, 
A  Foot-man  firfl,    then  of  the  Cavalry. 
My  Breaft-plate  has  ten  Shots  of  Arrows  born,  * 
Nor  fewer  Stroaks  my  batter 'd  Helmet  torn. 
Thrice  was  my  Horfe  fhot  under  me,  my  Crefi 
Four  times  itruck  off,  and  I  as  ofc  Diftreft. 
Yet  boldly  I  expos'd  my  Self  to  harm, 
And  in  my  Enmies  Blood  my  Hand  was  warm. 
But  on  my  Back  I  did  no  Wounds  receive, 
My  ready  Breafi  met  all  my  Foes  durfl  give : 
For  boldly  againft  Fire  and  Sword  I  Hood, 
And  flights  of  Arrows  which  the  Sky  did  cloud : 
On  Heads  of  Men,  (lain  by  my  Sword-,  I  trod, 
And  as  I  mov'd,  my  ways  with  Corps  I  flrow'd. 
But  yet  the  Man  that  did  thefe  Conquefts  gain, 
Cou'd  not,  with  all  his  Pow'r,  his  IViffli  obtain  j 
With  all  his  Lawrels  won^  and  Foes  oer-come^ 
His  Crowns  defervd,  and  Trophies  too  brought  horm 


\e  Fault  did  all  his  former  Triumphs  blaft, 

id  blotted  out  their  Memory  at  laft. 

[ie  General  cafhier'd  me  with  a  Word, 

id  o'er  my  Head  broke  my  once  ufeful  Sword. 

id  thus  in.  publick  Scorn  my  Fame  expir'd, 

ith  the  dear  Purchase  of  my  Blood  acquired, 

my  dear  God  !  had  I  born  Arms  for  Thee', 

y  Favour  had  not  thus  deferted  me. 

hat  Hopes  are  plac'd  on  Thee  can  never  fail, 

rm  as  an  Anchor  fix'd  within  the  Fail. 

hind  thy  Altar  then  I'll  lay  my  Arms, 

id  bid  a  long  Adieu  to  Wars  Allarms. 

t  foon  my  Mind  on  Gain  was  all  intent, 

I  to  my  Thoughts  fuch  Sweets  did  reprefent. 

Ship  I  bought,   which  when  I  Fraighted  well, 

>road  I  fteer'd,  to  Purchafe  and  to  Sell. 

both  the  Indies  I  expos'd  my  Ware, 

yPort  was  known  but  I  had  Trafick  there : 

r  from  [mall  Ventures,  large  Acquifts  to  gain, 

as  all  the  bufie  Study  of  my  Brain. 

'alth  now  came  flowing  in  with  fuch  a  Tide, 

wou'd  not  in  my  ftrained  Chefis  abide. 

J  Ships  came  loaden  from  the  Indian-ftioar ; 

t  next  return  they  Period  at  my  Door. 

r  Books  with  Debtors  Names  ftill  larger  grew ; 

t  they  Forfaore,   and  fo  /  loft  my  Due. 

Thus 


(    H2   ) 

Thus  Salty  made  in  the  Sea,  does  there  decay, 
Thus  where  'twas  gain'd,  my  Wealth  all  melts  aw 

How  peaceful  is  the  Man,  and  how  fecure, 
Whom  War  did  ne'er  delight^   nor  Gain  allure  ? 
No  more  fhall  Gain  my  cheated  Fancy  pleafe, 
That  cannot  purchafe  one  Jhort  Minutes  Eafe. 
What  fhall  I  do,  fince  my  Attempts  are  vain  ? 
In  War,  no  Fame  ;  in  Trade,  no  Wealth  I  gain.' 
Then  to  the  Court  I  baftily  repair, 
My  Fame  as  foon  finds  kind  Reception  there, 
I'm  brought  before  the  King,  and  kifs  his  Hand, 
He  likes  my  Perfon,  gives  me  a  Command. 
Now  grown  his  Favorite,    I  have  all  his  Ear  -7 
Whate'er  I  Speak,  he  eagerly  does  Hear  : 
And  to  new  Honours  does  me  ftill  Advance, 
Not  the  effeft  of  Merit,  but  of  Chance. 
But,   whether  his  Miftakey   or  my  Defert, 
I'm  now  indeared,  and  wound  into  his  Heart. 
Oft  in  Difcourfe  we  fpent  the  bufie  Day, 
And  ne'er  regarded  how  it  paft  away. 
Nay,  without  me,  he  wou'd  not  Play  nor  Eat, 
My  Preface  gave  a  ReUJh  to  his  Meat : 
No  Fav'rite  e'er  was  dearer  to  his  Prince  , 
No  Prince  fuch  Favours  ever  did  Difpenfe* 

Sejm 


( Mi ) 

<anus  rul'd  not  thus  his  Matter's  Heart  ; 
s  wary  Lord  allow'd  him  but  a  Part : 
>r  Clyttfs  felf  cou'd  greater  Honours  have, 
K>'  the  World* s  Conquror  was  almofl  his  Slave. 
lis  new  Advancement  pleas'd  my  Though  ts,  'tis  true , 
or  there  are  fecret  Charms  in  all  things  new. ) 
le  Courtiers  envy,  and  the  Crowds  admire 
fee  the  King  my  Company  defire. 
:,  oh !  on  Kings  'tis  Folly  to  depend, 
hofe  Pow'r,  much  more  their  Favours,  quickly  ^ad 
e  King  to  Frowns  does  all  his  Smiles  convert, 
1  as  he  lovd,  fo  hates,  without  defert. 
Favour  fow'rs  to  Rage,  and  I  am  fent 
from  my  Native  Soil  to  Banijhment. 
fall  to  Hift'ry  adds  one  Story  more, 
itory  I  for  ever  muft  deplore. 
ms  had  not  a  feverer  Fate, 
r  Clytu's  Happinefs  a  fhorter  Date, 
jod  !  how  great  is  their  Security, 
tofe  Hopes  and  Wifhes  all  are  fix'd  on  Thee  ? 

Aug.  in  Pfal.  3^. 

ake  all  other  Loves  $  he  is  fairer  who  Created 
ieaven  and  Earth. 


XIV.  Ifstt 


(  »44  ) 


Isitte  deivn  wider  his  shad&rv  fivhcrn  L 

'lnvd)jv'il/i  arc  at  delta  hi.  Cant,  z .  ?. 


(  *45  ) 


I  XIV. 

fate  down  under  his  Shadow  (whom  1  loved) 
with  great  Delight,  Cant.  iij.  3, 

rN  a  long  Journey  to  an  unknown  Clime, 

w  Much  Ground  I  Travel W,  and  confamd  much  Time  3 

ill  weary  grown,  computing  in  my  Mind, 

thought  the  fhorteH  of  my  Way  behind. 

it  when  1  better  had  furvey'd  the  Race, 

found  there  ftill  remain'd  the  greater  Space. 

hen  my  faint  Limbs  grew  feeble  with  Defpair, 

ifcourag'd  at  a  Journey  fo  fevere : 

/ith  Hands  and  Eyes  eredl:,  I  vent  my  Grief 

0  Heay'n,  in  hope  from  thence  to  find  Relief, 

Oh !  who  will  fhade  me  from  this  [coveting  Heat  f 
it  on  my  Head  how  the  fierce  Sun-beams  beat ! 
Uhile  by  their  Fervor  parch'd,  the  burning  Sand 
'orments  my  Feet,  and  fcarce  will  let  me  Hand, 
rhen  you  I  praife,  dear  Groves,  and  fhady  Bowers, 
left  with  cool  Springs,  and  fweet  refrefhing  Flow'rs, 

h  Then 


Then  wilh  th'  expanded  Poflar  wou'd  o'erfpread, 
Or  leavy  Apple  Ihade  my  weary  Head. 

The  God  whofe  Aid  I  oft  had  fought  before, 
As  often  found,  now  adds  this  Favour  more. 
Whither  your  hall  Defigns,  fays  he,  I  know  •, 
Know  what  you  want,  and  how  you  want  it  too. 
I  know  you  feek  Jerufalem  above,     . 
Thither  your  Life  and  your  Endeavours  move : 
But  with  the  tedious  Pilgrimage  difmay'd, 
Implore  Refrefhment  from  the  Apple's  lhade. 
See,  fee,  I  come  to  bring  your  Pains  Relief ! 
Beneath  my  Shadow  eafe  your  weary  Grief. 
Behold  my  Arms  ftreteh'd  on  the  fatal  Tree! 
With  thefe  extended  Boughs  I'll  cover  Thee : 
Behold  my  bleeding  Feet,   my  gaping  Side  ! 
In  thefe  free  Coverts  thou  thy  Self  maift  hide. 
This  Shade  will  grant  thee  thy  deilr'd  Repofe, 
This  Tree  alone  for  that  kind  Purpofe  grows. 

Thus  fpoke  the  God,  whofe  Favour  thus  Expi  eft 

WithSmw^infpir'd  myLimbs,with  Hope  my  BreaftJ 

I  rais'd  my  Eyes,  and  there  my  Love  I  fpy'd  j 

Buty  oh  !  my  Love,  my  Love  was  Crucify'd  I 

O  what  a  difmal  Scene  (I  all  difmaid 

"Cry'd  out)  prefents  me  this  unnat'r  W  Shade. 

What 


(  M7  ) 

tfhzt  Comfort  can  it  yield  to  wretched  Me, 

Vhile  Thou  art  hung  on  this  accurfed  Tree  ? 

:urs'd7rar !  and  more  cms'dHand  by  which  'twas  fefc ! 

rhe  bloody  Stains  are  reeking  on  it  yet ! 

PCt  this  fair  Tree  projefts  its  fpreading  Boughs, 

ind  with  kind  cooling  Shades  invites  Repofe : 

ut  what  it  offers  flill  it  felf  denies, 

Old  more  to  Tears  than  Sleep  inclines  my  Eyes* 

Bleft  Tree  !  and  happy  Hand  that  fix'd  thee  here  \ 
Kt  Hand  defer ves  the  Honour  of  a  Star! 
low,  now,  my  Love,  I  thy  Refemblance  know, 
[y  cool,  kind,  lhady  Relldence  below. 
s  the  large  Apple  fpreads  its  loaden  Boughs, 
*om  whofe  rare  Fruit  a  pleafmg  Liquor  flows : 
nd,  more  than  all  its  fellows  of  the  Wood, 
Hows  the  -weary  Reft,  the  hungry  Food : 
bus  thou  art,  Lord,  my  Covert  in  the  Heat  j 
y  Brink  when  Thirfty,  and  when  Hungry,  Meat. 
aw  oft,  my  Love,  how  oft  with  earnefl  Pray'r* 
ive  I  invok'd  thy  Shade,  to  Reft  me  there? 
here  peniive  I'll  hQwail  my  wretched  State, 
ke  a  fad  Turtle  widov/d  of  her  Mate  ; 
1  bath  thy  pale  dead  Lips  in  a  Warm  Flood, 
id  from  thy  Locks  I'll  waff  the  clotted  Blood : 

L  2  thy 


(148) 

Thy  hanging  Head  my  Hands  fliall  gently  raife, 
And  to  my  Cheek  I'll  lay  thy  gory  Face ; 
Thy  wounded  Side  with  watry  Eyes  I'll  view, 
And  as  thy  Blood,  my  Tears  fliall  ever  flow : 
Flow  till  my  Sight,  by  their  kind  Flood  reliev'd, 
With  the  fad  Obje§  be  no  longer  grievU 

Yet  this  one  Wound  in  me  will  many  make, 
Till  Proftrate  at  thy  Feet  my  Place  I  take  : 
Then  I'll  embrace  again  the  fatal  Tree, 
And  write  this  fad  Inscription  under  Thee : 
Two  Lovers  fee,  who  their  own  Deaths  confpre  ! 
She  drowns  In  Tears,  while  He  confines  in  Fire. 


Honoi 


(  *49) 


Honorius  in  cap.  2.  Cant,  apud  Delr. 

t  jbadow  is  made  of  a  Body  and  Light,  and  is 
the  Traveller's  Covert  from  the  Heat,  his  Pro- 
teUion  from  the  Stdrm.  The  Tree  of  Life, 
to  mty  the  Apple-Tree,  is  the  Holy  Crofs ; 
its  Fruit  is  Chrift,  its  Shadow  the  Refrelh* 
ment  and  Defence  of  Mankind, 
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XV. 

How  Jhall  we  fwg  the  Lords  Song  in  a.  firange 
Land?  Pfal.  cxxxvij.  4. 

OH !  why,  my  Friends,  am  I  defir'd  to  Sing  ? 
How  can  I  raife  a  Note,  or  touch  a  String  f 
Mnf%c\  requires  a  Soul  to  Mirth  inclin'd, 
And  fympathizes  with  the  troubled  Mind. 

But  you  reply,  Such  Seafons  rnoft  require 
rhe  kind  Diverlion  of  the  warbling  Lyre  ; 
When  Grief  wou'dftrike  you  Dumb, 'tis  time  to  Sing, 
Then  ftrain  the  Voice,  and  ftrike  the  trembling  String  \ 
Left  then  the  Mind  o'erwhelm'd  in  Sorrow  lie, 
roo  much  intent  on  its  own  Mifery. 

You  urge,  this  Remedy  will  Grief  afTwage, 
And  with  Examples  prove  what  you  alkdge. 
ifou  fay,  This  tunes  the  weary  Sailors  Note, 
While  o're  Long  Seas  their  nimble  Veflels  Float : 
fou  fay,  This  makes  the  artful  Shepherd  play, 
tyhofe  tuneful  Pipes  the  tedious  Hours  betray, 

L  4  Am! 
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And  that  the  Traveller's  Journey  eaffft  proves, 

When  to  the  Mufici  of  his  Voice  he  moves. 

And  Soldiers  when  with  Night  or  Labour  tir'd 

By  Singing,  with  new  Vigour  are  infpirU 

I'll  not  Perverfly  blame  this  Art  in  them? 

Nor  th5  inoffenfive  Policy  condemn  * 

But  know  my  Tongue,  long  pra&is'd  in  Complaint: 

Is  skip  in  Grief,  in  Lamentations  quaint. 

Scarce  my  loft  Skill  cou'd  I  to  Praftice  bring, 

And  Mufick  feem9d  a  ftrange  unufual  Thing  y 

And  as  one  Blinded  long,  fcarce  brooks  the  Light, 

So  pleading  Ayres  my  uncouth  Tongue  affright. 

When  I  my  (lighted  Numbers  wou'd  retrieve, 

And  make  the  fpeaking  Chords  appear  to  live« 

When  I  wou'd  raife  the  murmuring  Viols  Voice, 

Or  make  the  Lute  in  brisker  Sounds  rejoice , 

When  on  my  Fife  attempt  a  Hiriller  Note, 

Or  join  my  Harp  in  Gonfort  with  my  Throat :  ^ 

My  Voice  (alas ! )  in  floods  of  Tears  is  drown'd,! 

And  boiflrous  Sighs  difperfe  the  fainting  found. 

Again  to  Sing?  again  to  Play  I  try'd-,  ^ 

Again  my  Voice,  again  my  Hand  deny'd  i 

Slog^and  Una&ive  by  Difufc  fo  long, 

Their  Art's  forgot  both  by  my  Hand  and  Tongue  \ 

And  now  with  thefe  Allays  I  try  too  late 

To  moliifie  my  hard,  ray  rigid  Fate. 

Gra 


Srant  I  excell'd  in  Mufti,  and  in  Song, 
KnA  warbled  fwift  Divifion  with  my  Tongue  % 
Sou'd  I  with  ljraeH  fweetefi  Singer  vie, 
3r  touch  the  Harp  with  more  Succefs  than  //<?.* 
Will  Muficl  or  Complaint  beft  fuit  my  Woe, 
Who  never  had  more  caufe  to  Weep,  than  Now? 
But  Sorrow  has  my  tuneful  Harp  unftrung, 
&nd  Grief's  become  habitual  to  my  Tongue : 
Nor  do  the  Place  or  Time  fuch  Mirth  allow; 
But  grant  they  did,   my  Sorrows  anfwer  no. 
For  wou'd  you  have  an  exil%d  Stranger  Sing 
Sis  Country  Songs  under  a  Foreign  King  ? 
Forbear  \  my  Fate  and  this  loattid  Place  confpire 
ro  Silence  me,   and  hinder  your  Dejire. 
rears  drown  my  Eyes,  exhaufted  by  my  Wrongs, 
Then,  ah  !  how  am  I  fit  for  jocuncTSongs  ? 
3arfh  Fortunes  wounded  Captive  kindly  fpare ! 
yiy  Voice  has  loft  its  pleafing  Accents  here. 
lorrow  diforders  and  diftorts  my  Face, 
I  cannot  give  my  Songs  their  former  Grace* 
Jhou'd  I  begin  to  Sing  or  Play,  'twou'd  be 
k)me  doleful  Emblem  of  my  Mifery. 
Wy  Thoughts  are  all  on  my  loft  State  intent, 
Vnd  clofe  Companions  of  my  Banilhment. 
f  hen  why  am  I  defir'd  to  Play  or  Sing,    (string  ? 
few  Grief  has  broke  my  Voice,  and  flackned  ev'ry 

Oh! 


(  i54) 

Oh  !  my  lov'd  Country,  when  I  think  on  Thee* 
My  Lute j  my  Voice,  my  Mind,  all  lofe  their  Harmony 
But  if  to  Thee  I  happily  return,  {Mourn 

Then  they  fhall  all  Rtjoice,  as  much  as  now  thcj; 


Au[ 


<»55) 

Aug,  Medit.  cap.  35. 

3  that  I  could  fay  fuch  Things  as  the 
Hymn-finging  Choire  of  Angels !  How 
willingly  would  I  pour  forth  my  Self 
in  thy  Praifes  ! 


ECSTACIES 
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ECSTACIES 

O  B    T  H  E 

ENAMOURED  SOUL. 


BOOK   the  Third. 


L 

I  charge  you,  0  Daughters  of  Jerufalem,  if  you 
find  my  Beloved,  that  you  tell  him  that  I  m 
fick  of  Love,  Cant.  v.  8. 

BLeft  Refidents  in  thofe  bright  Conns  above 
Thofe  Starry  Temples  where  yon  Sing  and  Love : 
By  facred  Verfe  I  you  adjure  and  bind, 
[f  by  a  happy  Chance  my  Love  you  find ; 
To  him  my  ftrong,   my  reftlefs  Paffion  bear, 
And  gently  whifper't  in  his  facred  Ear  *, 
How  I  each  Moment  in  fofc  Sighs  Expire, 
And  Languifh  in  the  Flames  of  my  Deflre. 
How  I  am  fcorch'd  in  Love's  fierce  torrid  Zone^ 
\%  withering  Flow'rs  before  the  raging  Sun, 

For 


CM*) 

For  fcattering  round  his  Darts,  among  the  reft 
He  fliot  himfelf  into  my  Love-lick  Breaft  ; 
Thro' Blood  and  Bones  the  Shaft  like  Lightning  ftol 
And  with  ftrange  Infl'ence  feiz'd  my  melting  Soul  t 
Now  in  a  Flame  unquenchable  I  burn, 
And  feel  my  Breaft  t'  another  $/£tna  turn. 
If  a  more  full  Account  he  wou'd  receive, 
(For  Lovers  always  are  inquifitive : ) 
Tell  him  how  Pale,  how  Lanquifhing  I  look, 
And  how  I  fainted  when  I  wou'd  have  fpoke. 
If  he  enquires  what  pace  my  Fever  moves, 
Oh !  tell  him,  I  no  Fever  feel,  but  Love's ; 
Or  if  he  asks  what  danger  of  my  Death, 
Tell  him— -1  cou'd  not  tell,  for  want  of  Breath.  ■ 
Tell  him  no  MelTage  you  from  me  Relate, 
But  gafping  Sounds,  that  fpoke  approaching  Fate.  I 
Yet,  if  he  queftions  how  in  Death  I  look, 
Say  how  my  Beamy  has  my  Face  forfbok. 
Say  how  I'm  ftrangely  all  Transferred  with  Woe^ 
That  he  my  Suf  rings  and  their  Canfe  may  know. 
Tell  him  I  lie  feiz'd  with  a  deadly  Swound, 
A  Bloodlefs  Corps  ftretch'd  on  the  naked  Ground. 
Tell  him  my  Eyes  fwim  round  my  diz&y  Head, 
And  on  my  Bread  my  feeble  Hands  are  fpred, 
The  Coral  of  my  Lips  grows  fickly  pale, 
And  on  my  Cheeks  the  withering  Rofes  fail ; 

U 


OS9) 

y  Veins,  tho'Chaf'd,  have  loft  their  Azure  hue, 

id  their  Decay  fhews  Nature  failing  too : 

DT  any  Signs  exprefs  remaining  Life, 

t  the  worft  Symptoms,  Sighs  that  vent  my  Grief* 

id  yet  I  cannot  any  Reafbn  feign, 

iy,  tho'  unhurt,  fo  often  I  complain  ; 

ijefs  fome  treach'rous  Sigh  unruly  prove, 

&*ay  my  blufhing  Soul,  and  own  'tis  Love. 

lis,  this  was  fure  my  Sorrows  only  caufe  , 

infdy  yet  knew  not  what  a  Lover  was. 

is  from  my  Breait  extorted  frequent  Sighs7 

A  pieffc  the  Tears  from  my  overflowing  Eyes. 

k  was  the  caufe,  that  when  i  ilrove  to  frame 

We  Difcourfe,  it  ended  with  his  Name. 

I  then  

jl  the  lov V  ObjeVt  of  my  Thought  and  Eye, 
W  I  his  Martyr  and  his  Vitlim  die. 
fcill'd  in  Lovers  Alembick,   I  Expire, 
jjh'dup,  like  Rofes,  by  too  warm  a  Fire,*, 
dry'd,  like  Lilies,  which  have  long  in:  valia        | 
"g'd  the  refrefhment  of  a  gentle  Rain.   • 

II  him,  the  caufe  of  all  my  Grief  will  prove, 
ihouthishelf,  m)  Death;  for,  oh!  'tis  LOFE, 

Rupert,  in  Cant. 
him,    Jhxt  J  am  fi>k  of  Love,   tkrcngh  the  great  JDefire  2 
f  feeing  his  Face :  J  endure  the  wearirtefi  of  Life,  and 
mm  kdrdlj  bear  the  Delay  of  my  frefait  Exile. 

II.  Stay 


(  i6o) 


fJtay  me  with  flaacns,  Comfort  me 
With  applcsTfcrlantficLof  tffVt 


QvU z.$.Y+i6o 


(idj) 


II. 

t»j  me  with  Flagons,  comfort  me  with  Apples^ 
for  I  amftck  of  Love,  Cant.  ij.  5. 

JT  O  Wftrangely,£,<w*,doft  thou  my  Will  controul? 

►X  Thou  f leafing  Tyrant  of  my  captivdSod! 

b !  wou  dft  thou  have  thy  welcom  Torments  lajtj 

acken  their  Heat,  for  J  Confitme  too  fafi. 

a  other  Hearts  thy  fiery  Arrows  Ihow'r, 

>r  mine  (alas !)  has  now  no  room  for  more* 

lpare  thy  own  Artill'ry,  and  my  Breath  I 

►r  the  next  Shaft  comes  wing'd  with  certain  Death: 

|!  I  am  loft,  and  from  my  felf  eftrang'd, 

*Lovey  my  Voice  \  to  Love,  my  Blood  is  chang'd  $ 

om  pan  to  part  infenfibly  he  ftole, 

U  the  fly  Conctfror  had  fubdu'd  the  whole. 

Alas  !  will  no  one  pity  my  Diftrefs  ? 
Ill  neither  Earth  nor  Heav*n  afford  Redrefs  ? 
nft  Thou,  the  Author  of  my  Miferies, 
aft  Thou  behold  me  with  relentlefs  Eyes? 

M  Oh! 


Oh !  hafte,  you  bright  Inhabitants  above, 
My  Fellow-Patients  in  this  Charming  Love  •, 
Rifle  the  Gardens,  and  difrobe  the  Fields, 
Bring  all  the  Treafure  Natures  Store-houfe  yields: 
Bind  fragrant  Rofi-buds  to  my  Temples  firft, 
Then  with  cool  Affles  quench  my  fiery  Thirfi. 
Thefe  may  allay  the  Fever  of  my  Blood. 
Oh  no  !  there's  nothing,  nothing  does  me  good. 
Againft  Loves  force  what  Salve  can  Rofes  make, 
Since  ev'n  themselves  may  hide  the  fois'nous  Snake  $ 
And  jiffies  fure  can  fmall  afliftance  give, 
In  one  of  them  th'  Old  Serpent  did  deceive. 
O  then !  to  flacken  this  tormenting  Fire, 
The  Rofe  of  Sharon  only  I  defire  : 
And  for  an  Affle  to  aflwage  my  Grief, 
Give  it,  oh !  give  it  from  the  Tree  of  Life ! 
Then  ftrow  them  gently  on  my  Virgin-Bed ! 
And  as  the  withering  Rofe  declines  its  Head, 
Compos'd  to  Death's  long  Sleep  my  Reft  I'll  take 
Dream  of  my  Love,  and  in  his  Arms  awake. 


Gift 


Giflen  in  Cant.  cap.  2. 

rt  is  certainly  a  good  Languijhment,  when  the 
Difeafe  is  not  to  Death,  but  Life,  that  God 
may  be  glorified  by  it :  When  that  Heat  and 
Fever  does  not  proceed  from  a  confuming,  but 
rather  from  an  improving  Fire, 


M  2  III.  My 


(  iH) 


iJ/y.Belwedi'j  mine,  andl am  hif; 
h~e fcedeth  among  thcLillicS 


Cantz .vfr. 


?.  tf* 


<i<S5) 


III. 

Mj  Beloved  is  mine,   and  1  am  his  ;    he  feedeth 
among  the  Lilies,  Cant.  ij.  16, 

BLefl:  Souls,whofe  Hearts  burn  with  fuch  equal  Fire% 
As  never,  but  together^  will  Expire  ! 
ro  your  Content  I  wou'd  not  Crowns  prefer, 
For  all  Heavns  Blejfmgs  are  dilated  there : 
And  when  with  equal  Flames  two  Souls  engage, 
rhat  happy  Minute  is  Love's  golden  Age. 
5uch  Blifs  I  wifli'd,  when  Love  at  firft  pofleft, 
And  fpread  his  Enfigns  o'er  my  trembling  Bread  : 
How  oft  I  pray'd,  whene'er  in  Love  I  burn, 
Grant  me,  great  PowV,  to  find  a  juft  return  ! 
The  God  return'd  this  Anfwer  to  my  Prayr, 
Love  firfl,   and  never  then  of  Love  Defpair  ! 
The  fudden  Sound  invades  my  frightned  Ear, 
I  trembled  when  I  knew  the  God  was  near. 
Is  it  thy  Will,  Almighty  Love  (I  cry'd) 
To  lift  a  Soldier,  in  thy  Wars  untry'd  ? 
Tis  true,  my  Fellow-Maids  have  told  me  long 
The  promised  Joys  of  thy  adoring  throng : 

M  3  But 


(  *«  )         ,, 

But  oft  my  Nurfe,  acquainted  with  t!|f  Cheat, 

Told  me,   'twas  all  Delufwn  and  Deceit  ', 

And  that  the  Oracle  too  true  wou'd  prove, 

Which  thus  declar'd  the-  ill  effects  of  Lave  : 

*c  Num'rous  as  Atho's  Hares,  or  Hybla's  Swarms, 

<ft  Or  Olive-berries  on  the  loaden  Tree, 

i(-  Or  as  the  Shells,  or  Sands,  are  L^es  Allarms, 

cc  Abounding  ftill  with  Fear  and  Milery. 

For  ftill  this  Fear  the  Wretches  entertain/'  \ 

Left  all  their  Love  fhou'd  meet  unjuft  Difdain* 

Of  happy  Lovers  no  Records  can  boafl:  | 

Their  Blifs  was  Counterfeit,    or  jhort  at  :moft  : 

The  airy  God's  unfettled  Motion  fhews 

That  Love's  a  Tide  that  always  Ebbs  and  Bows. 

Go  then  and  truft  thofe  dying  Flames  that  will, 
Since  Love's  a  wand'rer  and  uncertain  ftill. 
cc  Than  his  own  Feathers  is  he  lighter  far, 
u  And  all  his  promised  Faith  but  empty  Air. 
By  Oaths  and  Vows  'let  no  one  be  betray' d, 
Which  vanijh  in  the  Breath  with  which  th'are  made. 
Ills  Cheeks  are  with  unufual  Blufhes  dreft, 
And  his  quick  Flight,  this  mighty  Truth  confeft  : 
And  now  his  Fraud,  and  Treachery  I  knew, 
To  ail  his  Pow'r  I  bid  a  laft  Adieu. 

To  Thee,  thou  Heav'n-bom  Love,  my  Soul  111  joia; 
Be  thou  my  flame,  Dear  Lord  !  and  I'll  be  thine ! 

While 


(i67) 

While  Day  and  Night  fucccffively  return, 

Our  mutual  Fires  fhall  never  ceafe  to  burn, 

O  the  fweet  Balm  diftilling  from  each  Kifs ! 

How  vail  the  Pleafure,  how  divine  the  Blifs ! 

What  new  Delights  from  Heavnly  Love  ftill  flow, 

They  only,  who  enjoy  the  Bleffing,  know. 

But j  oh  !   to  Love,  or  to  Beloved  of  Thee, 

Is  the  great  Myft'ry  of  Felicity  : 

And,  more  t'inhance  and  recommend  the  Joy, 

'Tis  fuch  as  Time  does  Heighten,  not  Defiroy. 

My  Love,  my  Life  in  Thee  all  Hyblas  Sweets, 

In  Thee  all  Ofhir's  richeft  Treafure  meets. 

With  what  repeated  Ecfiacies  pofleft, 

We  vent  our  Paflions  in  each  others  Bread ! 

O  how  unfpeakable's  the  Blifs  to  me, 

To  lofe  my  Self  in  thoughts  of  its  Eternity ! 

This  Love  is  fubjeft  to  no  anxious  Cares, 

Too  Blefi  for  Troubles,  too  fecure  for  Fears, 

In  Faradices  of  Delight  it  feeds, 

Where  whiteft  Lilies  deck  th'enamell'd  Meads : 

Among  which  Emblems  of  our  pure  Defires, 

We  in  chafl:  Pleafures  quench  our  mutual  Fires. 

Bernard,  in  Cant.  Serm.  ?*. 
Thou  who  hearefi,    or  readefl  this,   take  care  to  havt 
the  Lilies  in  thee,    if  thou  xvouldfi  have  this  dwcllei 
among  the  Lilies  vifit  thee. 

M   A  IV.    I  M 


(i68) 


1 'am  my Bdwel'^ancLhiJ  defirc 
i<i  tVTircird*  me  .    Cant.  / .  zo . 


F.168. 


(1*9) 


IV. 

tm  my  Beloved's,  avd  his  Defire  is  towards  me, 
Cant,  vij  10. 

rHro'  the  thick  fliadcs  of  a  cool  Cyprefs  Grove, 
Weeping  I  wander'd  to  bewail  my  Love  ; 
briny  Torrent  rowl'd  adown  my  Breaft, 
id  weighty  Grief  my  finking  Soul  Opprefl. 
my  lad  Arms  an  Ivory  Lute  I  bore, 
I  Sorrows  fure  Phyiician  heretofore, 
r  d  with  my  Grief,  on  a  fofc  Turf  I  Reft, 
id  thus  unload  my  over-burthen'd  Breaft. 

Muft  I  my  Days  confume  in  lonefom  Grief, 

id  cruel  Love  deny  me  all  Relief? 

let  that  Curfe  attend  my  Enemies, 

they  Hill  Strangers  to  Love  s  envy'd  BliTs ! 

For  not  to  Love,   is  furely  not  to  Live, 

Since  lifts  chief  Blejfmgs  we  in  Love  receive: 

The  whole  defign  of  Living  is  to  Love, 

/Ud  who  Loves  moft,  does  beft  bis  Life  improve. 

Bodies 


(  *7°  ) 

Bodies  of  Earth  down  to  their  Centre  tend 
And  Seeds  of  Fire  to  theirs  above  afcencL 
So  our  foft  Hearts  to  Love  are  ftill  inclin'd, 
Urg'd  by  a  vi'lent  impulfe  cf  the  Mind. 
Ev'n  mine  too,  kindled  by  an  innate  Flame, 
Is  eager  to  deferve  a  Loverh  Name. 
But  where  (hall  I  my  kindling  Flames  impart, 
Where  yield  the  Virgin-fortrefs  of  my  Heart? 
Shall  I  defcend  to  a  low  mortal  Love, 
I,  the  Companion  of  bleft  Minds  above  ? 
Or  fliall  1  with  inferiour  Creatures  Sport, 
Whom  their  Creator  not  difdains  to  Court  ? 
No,  no,  my  Soul,  fix  thou  thy  Thoughts  on  hij 
Thou  haft  no  equal  Match  beneath  the  Sky. 
My  Hymen  fhall  no  other  Torches  bear, 
Than  what  have  each  been  lighted  at  a  Star* 
Angels  fhall  my  Epithalamium  Sing, 
Conducing  me  in  Triumph  to  their  King. 
Him,   Him  alone  of  all  I  can  approve 
The  noblefb  Objeft  of  the  pureft  Love. 
His  dear-iov'd  Image  ftill  falutes  my  Eye, 
Nor  can  his  Ab fence  this  Delight  deny. 
No  envious- Diftance  can  prevail  to  part 
His  dear  refembling  Imprefs  from  my  Heart. 
With  him,  inethinks,  in  fweet  Difcourfe  I  wal 
Pleas'd  with  the  Sound  of  his  imagin'd  Talk.  I 


>,  by  flrange  fympathy,  the  faithful  Steel 
oes  the  lov'd  Pole's  magnetick  infTence  feel, 
j  whofe  kind  Condud  the  fafe  Pylot  fleers 
fteddy  Courfe,  till  the  wifh'd  Port  appears, 

>  the  fond  Hyacinth  purfues  the  Suny 

kas'd  at  his  Rife,  griev'd  when  his  Race  is  done  s 

>  is  He  waited  on  by  the  pale  Moon, 

fho  from  his  Beams  Reflection  guilds  her  own, 
ike  thefe,  Almighty  Love,  to  Thee  I  flie ; 
thou  withdrawal  thy  Face,  I  Pine,  I  Dieu 
then,  ftnce  all  my  Joys  on  that  defend, 
et  the  hleft  Vifion  never  never  end  I 


Tie 


(  »7*  ) 


The  fame,    by  another  Hand. 

ACyprefs  Grove  (whofe  melancholy  fhade 
To  fute  the  Temper  of  the  fad  was  made. 
I  chofe  for  my  Retreat,  there  laid  me  down, 
Hoping  my  Sorrows  in  my  Tears  to  drown  : 
They  vainly  flow'd  \  and  now  o'rewhelm'd  with  Gvii 
From  Mifaks  charming  Sounds  I  fought  Relief. 
This  Song  Compos'd,  I  ftrike  my  Lyre,  and  Sing 
Soft  Notes  rebounding  from  each  Silver  String. 
Ah !  fhall  my  wafted  days  no  Paflion  Crown  •, 
And  muft  my  empty  years  roul  ufelefs  on  ! 
So  hard  a  fate  I'd  vvilh  my  greateft  Foes  ^ 
He  lives  not,  who  the  flames  of  Love  ne'er  knows 
Stupid  his  Soul  lies  hid  in  darkefl  Night, 
Who  is  not  chear'd  with  Love's  tranfpiercing  Ligh 
He  bears  no  Image  of  the  God  above, 
Whofe  icy  Breaft's  infenfible  to  Love. 
The  pond'rous  Earth,  by'ts  proper  weighcdepre.1 
Beneath  all  other  Elements  doth  reft  \ 
While  pointed  Flames  do  thro'  the  folid  Mafs 
Force  their  bright  way,  and  uar edited  pafs : 
So  thro'  the  folid  lump  of  Man,  the  Sod 
Sends  forth  thofe  Fires  that  ail  the  Frame  controul 

Ai 
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nd  his  Defires  do  hurry  him  away, 
/here-e'er  thofe  Flames  dirett  th'obedient  Clay, 
nd  now  I  feel  an  unknown  warmth  all  o'er  5 
burn,  I  melt,  but  know  not  from  what  Pow'r  : 
hefe  jharp  quick  Fires  are  urg'd  thro'  cv'ry  Vein, 
tingling  at  once  fuch  Pleafure  and  fuch  Pain. 
h  !  whither  will  this  furious  Paffion  drive  ? 
In  vain  againft  Love's  raging  force  we  ftrive.) 
tiall  my  afpiring  Soul,   like  vulgar  Hearts, 
lomplain  of  fhamefid  Wounds  from  Cupid's  Darts  f 
'  I  fnou'd  be  embrac  d  by  mortal  Arms, 
hey'd  fade  my  Beauties,  fully  all  my  Charms: 
[y  rifmg  Mind  foars  vaft  Degrees  above 
'errefirial  Charms,  they're  much  beneath  my  Love  : 
*hefe  grofs  Defires  my  purer  Soul  difdains  -7 
he'll  be  His  Spoufe  who  ev'ry  Being  frames., 
ignes,   of  Rome  the  Wonder  and  the  Pride,  J 

ler  Charms  to  an  Aufonian  Youth  deny'd,  > 

Uid  in  theft  Terms  refus'd  to  be  his  Bride:  3 

\  If  I  have  kindled  Fires  within  your  Breaft, 

•  I  cannot  Grant,    but  Pity  your  Requeft : 
1  Nor  can  you  juftly  my  Refufai  blame, 

:  Since  I  burn  with  a  much  Diviner  Flame , 
I  For  my  Creator  hath  engag'd  my  Heart, 

*  My  Soul  from  fuch  a  Spoufe  can  ne'er  depart: 

"  His 


(  174  ) 

*  His  lovely  Image  ftili  is  in  my  Sight, 
"  And  at  this  Diftance  He's  my  file  Delight  s 
w  In  Abfence  we  Converfe  ^  I  fpeak  in  Pray'rs, 
a  And  he.  in  Abfence  Charms  my  liftning  Ears, 
So  by  the  Loadftones  unfeen  wondrous  force 
The  faithful  Needle  fleers  the  Seaman's  Courfe: 
Tow'rds  its  lov'd  North  it  conflantly  doth  rife, 
Guiding  their  fecret  Courfe,  where-e'er  it  lies. 
So  does  the  Flow  r  of  Thoebus  twice  a  Day 
Turn  tow'rds  her  Simy  and  her  glad  Leaves  Difpla! 
Fair  Cynthia  thus  regards  her  Brother's  Beams, 
Renews  her  Beauty  from  his  borrowed  Barnes. 
I  am  thy  Clytie  (Spoufe)  thou  art  my  Sun, 
I  Cynthia^  always  tow'rds  thy  Light  mufl  run. 
My  Spoufe7  my  Helice^  with  longing  I  /  flj 

(Where-e're  thou  draw'fl )  tow'rds  thee  in  Raptur 
What  wonder  if  in  mutual  Love  We  burn, 
Since  Steel  can  tow'rds  the  fenfelefs  Loadftone  turn  i 


Bernarc 


075) 

Bernard.  Medit  cap.  9. 

Heart  pajfes  through  many  Things^ 
feekirig  about  where  it  may  take  its 
fieft  ;  but  finds  nothing  that  pleafes 
ity  till  it  returns  to  God, 


V.  Mj 


(  i?o 


Illy  Soul  mtlted.aJrnV-St-- 
^fei  Spa**,  C-^f'f. 


(  »77  ) 


V. 

My  Soul   melted    as    my    Beloved,  ffoke, 
Cant.  v.  6. 

I  "KTHatHMs^  what  Rocks  y  what  Deferts  have  I  trod, 

V  V    Only  for  one  fhort  view  of  Thee,  my  God  ? 

low  for  one  Word  from  thofe  dear  Lips  of  Thine, 

[y  Feet  a  tireibm  Pilgrimage  injoin  ! 

Per  craggy  Rocks  of  fuch  ftupendious  height, 

"h'afcent  does  ev'n  the  climbing  Deer  afright : 

it  cannot  my  unwearied  Hafle  delay, 

vr  mighty  Love  conduces  me  all  the  way. 

'ho'  from  thefe  heights  I  all  Things  elfi  defcry, 

'he  dear-Uvd  Objett  fhuns  my  longing  Eye. 

tiftra&ed  then,  thro'  ev'ry  Den  I  rave, 

irch  each  Recefs,  and  vifit  ev'ry  Gave. 

i  vain  thofe  unfrequented  Paths  I  wear, 

©nly  find  thou  art  a  Stranger  there. 

>metimes  into  the  open  Plain  I  rove, 

at  there  am  loft  in  Error  as  in  Love. 

;©  Heav'n  I  look,  and  thro'  the  Fields  complain,    . 

lit  both  unkindly  anfwer  not  again, 

N  Waa&mg 
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Wandring  from  thence  I  find  a  Jhady  Vale, 
There  on  my  Love  (  but  ftill  in  vain)  I  call. 
Not  far  from  hence  a.  clofe  thick  Covert  grows, 
Where  panting  Beads  fly  for  a  cool  Repofe: 
Here,  here,  faid  I,  perhaps  He's  laid  to  reft-, 
Bnt>  oh  !   no  flgn  of  Thee  was  here  impreft. 
Then,ftung  with  Paflion^ndo'erwhelm'd  withGric 
I  coaft  the  Shoar,   and  thence  exped  Relief. 
Here  a  high  Tow\  exalts  its  lofty  Head, 
By  whbfe  kind  Light  the  wandring  Sailor's  led: 
Here  I  afcend,  and  view  the  Ocean  round, 
While  my  Complaints  o'er  all  the  Shoar  refound  i 
Tell  me,  yon  Shoars,  you  Seas,  and  tell  me  true, 
Is  not  my  Love  conceai'd  in  fome  of  Ton  f 
As  to  each  other  you  won 'd  confiant  for, 
Difcover,  and  be  jufi  to  Love  and  Me ! 
Scarce  had  the  Shoar  receiv'd  the  mournful  Noife. 
When  it  return'd  a  loud  redoubled  Voice: 
Hut  that  fome  fporting  Eccho  I  believe, 
That  fools  the  Wretch'd,  and  dallies  with  their  Grie 
$rgara  the  Shoar  I  rend  \  the  Shoar  does  hear, 
And  the  kind  Voice  again  falntes  my  Ear} 
A  Voice.,  a  -well-known  Voice !   'twas  Thine,  my  Lift) 
VVhofe  plea/ing  Accents  foon  difpell'd  my  Grief, 
i  reviv'd  :    One  fuch  immortal  Breath 
Dower  enough  to  re/cue  me  from  Death, 

n 


(  i?9  ) 

%y  Voice,  like  Lightning,  unperceiv'd,  unfclt, 

y  a  ftrange  inflence  thro'  the  Soul  can  melt. 

3  thy  Difciples  Hearts  were  fir'd  within, 

Men  on  the  way  thou  didft  Dilcourft  begin  \> 

'he  fecret  Charms  of  Thy  prevailing  Voice 

^ns'd  unaccountable,  yet  mighty  Joys. 

rwas  the  fame  Heavenly  Sound  that  anfwer'd  me, 

Jld  all  diflblv'd  me  into  Ecftacy, 

tat  kindled  fuch  a  Fire  within  my  Soul, 

Ifhofe  ardent  Heat  an  Ocean  cannot  cool. 

se  how  my  melting  Paffions  haft  and  run, 

ike  ftrgin-wax  before  the  fcorching  Sun  I 

>  might  I  be  fo  Bleft  to  mix  with  Thee, 

tor  Life  the  fame,  the  fame  our  Love  fhou'd  be, 

Aug.  Soliloq.  cap.  34. 

%at  is  this  that  I  feet  f   What  Fire  is  it  that  warms 
'tny  Heart  ?    What  Light  is  it  that  enlightens  it  f    O 

thou  Fire  which  always  burneft,  and  art  never  extin- 

guided  !  do  thou  injlame  me  I 


N  2  VI.  Whom 


(  i8o  > 


WhaTTthaireliTLHeazreTL  TnLttiiee? 
andtfieiv  idno?ie  upoiiZarllhtlial 


(i8i) 


VI. 

Vhom  have  1  in  Heaven  hut  thee?  And  there 
is  none  upon  Earth  that  I  defire  in  compa- 
rison of  thee,  Pfal.  lxxiij.  24. 

1 71 7*Hat  ihall  I  feek,  great  God,  in  Heaven  above, 
V  V    Or  Earth,  or  Sea,  whereon  to  fix  my  Love  ? 
rho'  I  fhou'd  ranfack  Heavn,  and  Earth,  and  Sea, 
Ul  they  can  boaft,   is  nothing  without  Thee. 

I  know  what  mighty  Joys  in  Heavrn  abound, 
Nhzt  Treafetres  in  the  Earth  and  Sea  are  found  ', 
fet  without  Thee,  my  Love  !  t'enrich  their  Score? 
\11,  all  their  Glories  are  but  Mean  and/W. 
3  Heaven  I  O  Earth  !  O  vaft  capacious  Main  ! 
three  famous  Realms  where  Wealth  and  Plenty  reign  ! 
rho'  in  one  heap  your  triple  Pleafures  lay, 
rhey  were  no  Pleafures,   were  my  Lord  away. 
My  Thoughts,  I  own,  have  often  rang'd  the  Deep. 
>earch'd  Earth  and  Heav*n,  and  in  no  Bounds  woii'd 
;  keep; 

But  when  they  wandred  the  Creation  round, 
Sfo  equal  Qbjeft  m  the  Whole  they  found. 

N  3  Same- 


(182) 

Sometimes  I  thought  to  rip  the  pregnant  Earth, 
And  give  its  rich  and  long-born  Burthen  Birth  -,  > 
Gold)  Silver,  Brafs,  Seeds  of  the  fhining  Vein, 
And  each  bright  Product  of  the  fertile  Mine : 
For  thefe  we  dig  and  tear  our  Mothers  Womb^ 
Till  for  our  boundlefs  Treafures  we  want  room : 
To  what  advantage  ?  Tho',  o'ercharg'd  with  Gok| 
Your  burfting  Coffers  can't  their  Burthen  hold  ; 
Yet  this  can  ne'er  your  troubled  Mind  appeafe, 
Nor  buy  your  Sorrows  ev'n  a  Minutes  eafe. 

Here  difap pointed,   to  the  Deep  I  go, 
Whofe  fecret  Chambers  dusky  Indians  know. 
Pleas'd  with  its  Gemmy  flore  my  Self  to  load, 
1  dive,   and  viflt  its  conceaPd  abode : 
Then  the  fcarce  Burret  feek,  whofe  Bloods  rich  dye 
Is  the  great  Ornament  of  Majefty. 
Then  fcatter'd  Pearls  I  gather  on  the  Shoar 
Where  rich  Hydafpes  calls  his  fhining  Oar. 

I 

Alas !  thefe  Jewels  brought  from  feveral  Coafls 
All  that  each  River,  or  the  Ocean  boafts  j 
The  Saphyry   Jafper,  and  the  Chryfolite, 
Can't  quench  my  Thirft,  or  flay  my  Appetite. 
Then,  fince  the  Earth  and  Sea  content  deny, 
Heav'ns  lofty  Fabrick  I  refolve  to  try. 

With 


OS?) 

Vith  wonder  I  the  vaft  Machine  furvey, 

Vith  glorious  Stars  all  ftudded,  bright  and  gay : 

kmaz'd  their  ftill  unaltered  Ceurfe  I  view, 

Uld  how  their  daily  Motions  they  renew. 

ut  among  all  the  Penfile-fires  above, 

[one  warm'd  my  Breaft,none  rais'd  my  Soul  to  Love: 

ut  i  beheld  at  difiance  from  below  \ 

lien  farewel  Earthy  up  to  their  Orbs  I  go. 

low  lefsning  Cities  leave  my  difrant  Sight, 

Old  now  the  Earths  whole  Globe  is  vaniuYd  quite  -} 

Jbove  the  Sun  and  Planets  I  am  born, 

ind  their  inferior  Influences  fcorn. 

[ow  the  bright  pavement  of  the  Stars  I  tread, 

tace  the  high  covering  of  my  humble  Head. 

(ow  o'er  the  lofty  flaming  Wall  I  flie, 

ind  Heavens  bright  Court  lies  open  to  my  Eye. 

low  curious  Crowds  of  the  voingd  Quire  above 

ow'rds  the  new  Gueft  with  dazling  Splendor  move : 

lymns  well  compos'd  to  Ayrs  Divine  they  Sing, 

few  tune  their  Harp,  and  fcrue  up  ev'ry  String  • 

"hen  in  brisk  Notes  triumphant  Anthems  play, 

Vhile  Heavn  refounds,    as  if  'twere  Holy-day. 

O  glorious  Manfions  fiU'd  with  fining  Fires ! 
)  Courts  fit  only  for  your  Starry  Quires  I 

N  4  My 


(  i84) 

My  ravifh'd  Soul's  in  ftrange  Amazement  Iofl ; 
Sure  no  Delight  is  wanting  on  this  Coaft. 
Ah  !  — -  Said  I,  no  Delight  was  wanting  here  ? 
Yes,  you  want  All  5   alas  !  you  want  my  Dear. 
Farewel  you  Stars,  and  you  bright  Forms  adieu  ; 
My  Bus'uefs  here  was  with  my  Love,  not  Ton. 
There's  nothing  good  below  without  my  Love, 
Nor  any  thing  worth  a  faint  Wijh  above. 

One  World  fubdu'd,    the  Conqueror  did  deplore 
That  Niggard  Fate  had  not  allow'd  him  more  : 
My  vafter  Thoughts  a  thoiifand  Worlds  defpife, 
Nor  lofe  one  IVif]  on  fuch  a  w  or  thief s  Prize. 
Not  all  the  Vniverfe  from  Pole  to  Pole, 
Heavn,  Earth,  and  Sea,  can  fill  my  boundlefs  Soul. 
What  neither  Earth's  wide  Limits  can  contain, 
Nor  the  large  Empire  of  the  fpreading  Main  } 
Nor  Heavn,  whofe  vafter  Globe  does  both  inclofe j 
That's  the  fole  Object  my  Ambition  knows. 
Till  now,  alas !  my  Soul  at  Shadows  caught, 
And  always  was  dccelvd  in  what  it  fought : 
Thou,  Lord,  alone  art  Heavn,  Earth,  Sea,  tome: 
Thou,  Lord,  art  All,  all  nothing  without  Thee. 


Aug, 


(i85) 

Aug.  Soliloq.  cap.  xo. 

Whatever  is  contained  within  the  compafs  of 
Heaven,  is  beneath  the  Soul  of  Man,  which 
was  made  to  enjoy  the  chief e(t  Good  above,  in 
svhofe  Pojfeffion  alone  it  can  be  ^Happj. 


VII.  W* 


<i86) 


We  U  me,  lliatlam  conSlrLtmedlo 

dn^lliuilh  ITLejfecht audio  Juam 

rniy  halntaturti  cL7rwriy  ifu 


FiSf: 


<«87) 


VII. 

Vo  is  me^  that  I  am  conjlramed  to  dwell  with 
Mefech,  and  to  have  my  Habitation  among  the 
Tents  of  Kedar !  Pfal.  cxx.  4. 

JTill  does  the  Sun  with'ufual  Motion  ileer 
J  The  Revolutions  of  the  circling  Year  ? 
r  Gibeorfs  wondrous  Solftfce  is  renew  d, 
rhen  at  the  mighty  JofhuaV  Beck  he  flood  t 
r  is  his  Motion  now  grown  Retroa-ade^ 
h  when  he  turned  the  Hebrew  Dial's  jhade  ? 
/hy  elfe  fhou'd  I,  who  now  am  pad  the  Age 
Jlow'd  to  tread  this  World's  unhappy  Stage  ? 
/hy  fhou'd.  I  be  deny'd  an  Exit^  now 
ire  play'd  my  part,  and  have  no  more  to  do  ? 
there  on  Earth  a  Blejfmg  to  repair 
'h'  injurious  force  of  my  Detainer  there  ? 
low  wotfd  1  welcom  any  favoring  Deaths 
0  eafe  me  of  the  burthen  of  my  Breath  ? 
f  one  fare  flroke,  kind  Fate^  my  Soul  reprieve ! 
>r  his  continual  Dying  here  to  Live, 

Here 


c  m  > 

Here  our  chief  Blifs  is  an  uncertain  Joy, 
Which  fwift  viciflitudes  of  III  deftroy  : 
Juft  as  the  Sun,  who  riling  bright  and  gay, 
In  Clouds  and  Show'rs  concludes  the  weeping  Day' 
So  boifterous  Gufts  oft  tender  Flow'rs  invade. 
By  tempting  Winds  too  foon  abroad  betray'd. 

Here,    envious  of  each  others  Settlement , 
All  Things  contend  each  other  to  Supplant. 
The  fecond  Minute  drives  the  firft  away, 
And  Night'i  impatient  to  fucceed  the  Day  : 
The  eager  Summer  thinks  the  Spring  too  long, 
And  Autumn  frets  that  Summer  is  not  gone : 
But  AutumnV  filf  to  Winter  mufi  give  way, 
Left  its  cold  Frofis  overtake  and  punijli  his  delay. 

Behold  you  Sea,  how  fmooth,  without  a  frown  ? 
See,  while  I  fpeak,  how  curl'd,  how  rough  "'tis  grown  i 
Look,  how  ferene's  the  Sky,  how  calm  the  Air  f 
Now,  hark,  it  thunders  round  the  Hsmifphere  ! 
This  great  unconfiancy  of  humane  State 
Corrupts  each  Minute  of  our  happy  Fate. 
Bur,  oh  !  the  worfl  of  Ills  is  Hill  behind, 
The  rav'nous  Converfe  with  our  Beaitly  kind. 
Sure  Nature  firfi  in  Anger  did  intend 
A  plzgxe  of  Monfters  oer  the  World  to  fend ', 

Th 


(  i«9  ) 

*hen  brought  forth  her  mofl  brutijh  Off-faring  Men, 

ind  turned  each  Houfe  into  a  favage  Den. 

n  this  rapacious  Species  we  may  find 

ill  that's  deftruStive  in  the  preying  kind  j 

ion,  Woolf,  Tyger,  Bear,  and  Crocodile, 

trong  to  devour,    and  canning  to  beguile : 

"hefe  Beafts  are  Jed  to  Prey  by  appetite, 

ind  that  once  pleas W,   no  more  in  Blood  delight  } 

*Ht  Man,  like  Hell,  has  an  infatiate  7 hirft, 

tnd  fiill  is  hen  eft  when  fo  full  to  bur  ft. 

nhis  raifes  Fraud,  makes  TreacWry  fine  and  gay, 

phile  banifh'd  Juftice  flies  difrob'd  away  : 

"his  fills  the  World  with  loud  Allarms  of  War, 

Lnd  turns  the  peaceful  Plow-Jhare  to  a  hoftile  Spear. 

Vho  wou'd  be  Slave  to.fuch  a  tyrant  Life, 

"hat  (till  engages  him  in  Noife  and  Strife  ? 

ong  fince,  alas  !   I  did  my  Years  compleat, 

ind  ferv'd  for  Freedom,  ftill  deny'd  by  Fate. 

Vhen  I  compute  to  what  a  Price  amount 

fy  mifpent  Days,  I'm  Bankrupt  in  th' Account. 

)h  !  what  ftrange  Frenzy  does  thofe  Men  poflcfs* 

Uho  ralhly  deem  long  Life  a  Happinefs  ? 

"hey  fure  are  Strangers  to  the  Joys  above, 

Pho  more  than  Home  a  wretched  Exile  love. 

tot  Heatfnh  remote,  and  its  far -di ft  ant  Blifs 

ippears  Minute  to  our  miftaken  Eyes. 

Ah 


( *& ) 

Ah  !  why,  my  Country,  art  thou  placd  fo  far, 
That  I  am  ftill  a  tedious  Wanderer  f 

Happier  the  Exiles  of  old  Heathen  Rome, 
Whom  only  Tiber  did  divide  from  Home  I 
While  to  remoter  Bani foment  defign'd, 
A  vaft  Abyfs  'cwixt  Heavn  and  Me  I  find. 
The  Hebrew  Slaves  were  freed  i'th'  Jubilee  ; 
Unhappier  Vajfal  l  I  fhall  ne'er  be  free. 
The  fwift  fore-runner  of  the  welcom  Spring 
Finds  after  Winter's  cold  a  time  to  Sing : 
She  who  did  long  in  dark  RecefTes  lie, 
Now  flies  abroad  and  refalutes  the  Sky. 
But  ftill  I  live  excluded  from  above, 
Deny'd  the  Object  of  my  Blifs  and  Love. 
Hafte,  hafle,  my  God,  and  take  me  up  to  Thee ; 
There  let  me  live,  where  I  was  made  to  be : 
Or  if  my  Bodys  freedom's  not  defign'd, 
So  foon,  at  lead,  I  will  be  thers  in  Mind. 


Aii| 


(  *9»  ) 


Aug.  Serai.  43. 


here  are  two  Tormentors  of  the  Soul,  which  do 
not  torture  it  together,  but  by  turns ;  their 
names  are  Fear  and  Grief:  When  it  is  well 
with  you,  you  fear  j  when  ill,  you  grieve. 


VIIL  0  wretched 


(  192  ) 


0  TvrctehccL  mart  lhati am!mlw 
Jhall  ddhrermefrcnri  tli^twdy 
of  this  deathTRwn-?  ■?  +  ■ 


(  *9?  ) 


VIIL 

)  wretched  Man  that  I  am !  who  {hall  deliver  me 
from  the  body  of  this  Death  f  Rom.  vij.  24. 

I X  THere  are  the  loft  Delights  for  which  I  grieve^ 
V  V     But  which  my  Sorrows  never  can  retrieve  f 
uch  vaft  Delights — —but  mention  not  the  Lofs, 
Vhofe  fad  Remembrance  is  thy  greateft  Crofs  : 
ind  Fate  is  kindeft  when  it  robs  us  fo, 
ro  take  away  our  Senfe  of  Suffering  too. 
jn  our  firfi  Parents  Folly  we  exclaim, 
!ls  if  They  only  were,  as  firft,  to  blame  : 
)n  Eve  and  Adam  we  difcharge  our  Rage, 
Vnd  thus  expofe  our  naked  Parentage. 
rho'  thou  who  thy  FirJffc  Parents  doll:  condemn* 
rhou  ought'ft  to  blame  thy  Self  as  well  as  Them. 
Af hen  Life  at  one  rafh  Cafi  was  thrown  away, 
rhou  didft,  as  well  as  thy  Forefather,  flay. 
Sut  I  (alas ! )  condemn  not  Them  alone, 
^or  while  I  mind  their  Fall,  forget  my  Own. 
With  Eve  I  was  confenting  to  the  Cheat, 
^pipos'd  on  Adam^  and  helpt  him  to  Eat. 

O  Hence 


(  194  ) 

Hence  I  my  Nahdnefs  and  Shame  deriv'd, 
And  Skins  of  Beads  to  cover  Both  receiv'd : 
Was  from  my  forfeit  Eden  juftly  driv'n, 
The  Curfe  of  Earth,   and  the  Contempt  of  Heav'n. 
Nor  do  I  now  the  general  Lofs  bemoan  ', 
My  Griefs  too  little  to  bewail  my  Own. 
The  tragick  Story  from  my  Birth  I'll  take, 
For  early  Grief  did  my  firft  Silence  break. 
Twas  July's  Month,  the  lovelieft  of  the  Year*  - 
(Tho'  all  my  Life  December  did  appear :) 
The  Twenty-fevemh  j   Oh  !  had  it  been  my  laft, 
I  had  not  Mourn'd,  nor  that  made  too  much  hafte 
That  was  the  fatal  Day  that  gave  me  Breath, 
Which  prov'd  almoft  my  teeming  Parent's  Death! 
And  fill,  as  then,  to  her  (alas!)  I've  been 
A  true  Benoni,   not  a  Benjamin. 
No  fooner  was  I  for  the  Cradle  dreft, 
But  a  flxange  Horror  all  around  poiTeft ; 
Who  with  one  dire  profbetick  Voice  prefage 
Tti  attending  Miseries  of  my  growing  Age. 
Why  did'ft  thou  give  me  Life,  more  fatal  Day 
Than  that  which  took  t\\  Egyptian  Males  away? 
No  more  be  numbred  in  the  Calender, 
But  in  thy  Place  let  a  Urge  Blot  appear  ! 
Or  if  thou  muft  thy  annual  Station  hep, 
Let  each  Hour  Thunder,  and  each  Minute  Wccpl 

L 


(  »95) 

Let,  as  on  Cain,  feme  Mark  be  fix'd  on  Thee, 
That  giving  Life,  didffl  worfe  than  Murder  Me. 
Now,  Friends,  I  find  your  fatal  Angry  true  j 
My  Woes  each  other,  like  my  i/*/*™  purfiie. 
Hence  the  large  Sources  of  my  Tears  arifc, 
And  no  dry  iMinute  wipes  my  flowing  Eyes. 
No  fooner  had  I  left  my  childijl  Plays, 
The  harmlefs  Paftimes  of  my  happieft  Days  : 
Now  paft  a  Child,  yet  ftill  in  Judgment  fo, 
I  ftudy'd  firft  what  I  was  not  to  know. 
And  my  firft  Grief  was  to  lament  my  Fate, 
And  yet  'twas  feldom  I  had  time  for  that. 
My  ftubborn  Soul  a  long  Refinance  made, 
Impatient  thus  by  Nature  to  be  fway'd  : 
Oft  ftrove  to  Heaven  to  raife  its  lofty  Flight, 
As  oft  fuppreft  by  its  grofs  Body's  Weight: 
But  what  it  cou'd  not  reach,  its  Eyes  furfuc, 
Then  cry'd,  Ah  God!  and  (hed  a  briny  Dew. 
Twice  more  it  wou'd  repeat  the  plealing  Noife, 
But  ftruggling  Sighs  reftrain'd  th'imprifond Voice- 
Such  fure  were  fek  in  Babels  Monarchs  Breaft, 
When  of  his  Throne  and  Nature  difpoileft : 
But  conquer'd  Patience  yields  at  laft  to  Grief, 
And  thus  I  vent  my  Wo,  and  beg  Relief, 

O  %  Bleffi 


(  196) 

Bleft  Author  of  my  Life,  hear  my  Complaint, 
And  free  this  Captive  from  its  loath'd  Reftraint ! 
Speak  but  the  Word,  thy  Servant  fhall  be  free ! 
Thou  mad  ft  me  thus,   O  thus  unhody  me  I 
Or  if  thou  wilt  not  this  Relief  afford, 
Grant  fome  kind  Poifon,  or  fome  friendly  Sword  I 
Dying  I'd  hug  the  Author  of  my  Death, 
And  beg  his  Pardon  with  my  lateft  Breath. 
But  to  fave  Man  the  Guilty  fend  fome  Difeafe ! 
Death  in  the  moft  affrighting  jhajte  will  pleafe. 
Were  I  to  ad  Periling  fcorching  Scene, 
I  ihou'd  rejoice  to  hear  my  Self  complain. 
Oh  Heav'n !  my  Patience  is  o'ercome  by  Grief!  | 
Is  there  above  no  Succour,  no  Relief? 
The  mercy  Death  is  all  I  thee  implore  *, 
Lord  !   grant  it  foon,  left  I  Blafpheme  thy  Pow': 
When  for  difpatch  tormented  Wretches  pray, 
No  Cruelty's  fo  barb'rous  as  Delay. 
Why  am  I  to  this  noifom  Carcafe  ty'd, 
Whofe  flench  is  Death  in  all  its  ghaftly  Pride  ? 
Then  fpeak  the  Word,    and  I  jhall  foon  be  free. 
Thou  form'ft  me  i\ins%  O  thus  unbody  Me ! 


An 


(  «97  ) 

Amb.  in  Pfal.  cxviij. 

low  does  that  Soul  Live,  that  is  inch  fed 
in  a  covering  of  Death  ? 


O  3  IX.  /  am 


(i98) 


Jam  in  a(sh'aia7i1rl'c77vccii  bvctauinq  a., 
dcim  fch  Jipchedandlc  he  Tvtfk  Christ 


(  »99  ) 


IX. 

I  am  in  a,  Straight  between  Two,  having  a,  de- 
fire  to  be  Diffolved,  and  to  be  with  Chrifi, 
Philip,  i.  2  J. 

HO  W  fliall  I  do  to  fix  my  doubtful  Love  ? 
Shall  I  remain  below,  or  foar  above  I 
Here  Earth  detains  me,  and  retards  my  Flight ; 
There  Heav'n  invites  me  to  fublime  Delight : 
Heaven  calls  aloud,  and  bids  me  hafie  away  ; 
While  Earth  allures,  and  gently  whifpers,  ftay  ! 
But  hence  thou  fly  Inchantrefs  of  my  Heart ! 
I'll  break  thy  Fetters,  and  defpife  thy  Art. 
Hafte,  hafte,  kind  Fate,  unlock  my  Prifon  Door  ! 
Were  I  releas'd,  how  I  aloft  wou'd  Soar  ? 
See,  Lord !  my  ftruggling  Arms  tow'ards  Thee  are  fent, 
And  ftrive  to  grafp  thee  in  their  wide  Extent, 
Oh  !   had  I  pow'r  to  mount  above  the  Poley 
And  touch  the  Center  of  my  longing  Sod  I 
Tho'  torn  in  funder  by  the  Flight  I  be, 
I'd  lofe  one  half,  might  t'other  reach  but  Thee. 

O  4  But 
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But  thou  above  dericTft  my  weak  Defigns, 
And  ftill  oppofeft  what  thy  Word  injoins. 
Vainly  I  beg  what  thou  doll  flill  deny, 
And  ftretch  my  Hands  to  reach  what's  plac'd  too  hig 
Ofc  to  my  Self  falfe  Hops  of  Thee  I  feign, 
And  think  thou  kindly  conrit  to  break  my  Chain., 
Now,  now,  I  cry,  my  Soul  mail  foar  above  ! 
But  this  (alas  !)  was  all  diflembled  Love. 
Sure  this  Belief  fome  Pity  might  obtain  ; 
Thou  mou'dfl  at  lead  for  this  have  broke  my  Can}. 
But  if  I'm  Hill  confin'd,  my  Wings  HI  try  , 
And  if  I  fail,   in  great  Attempts  I  die. 

But  fee  !  He  comes,  and  as  he  glides  along, 
He  beckons  me,  and  feems  to  fay,  Come  on. 
I'll  rife,  and  fiie  into  his  lov'd  Embrace, 
And  fnatch  a  Kifs^  a  thoufand,  from  his  Face. 
Now,  now  he's  near,  his  facred  Robe  I  touch, 
And  I  (hall  grafp  him  at  the  next  approach  : 
gut  he  (  alas ! )  has  mock'd  my  vain  Defign, 
And  fled  thefe  Arms,  thefe  (lighted  Arms  of  minf 
For  thov  the  Difrance  ne'er  fo  little  be, 
It  feems  th'  Extremes  of  the  vaft  Globe  to  me. 
Thus  does  my  Love  my  Longing  tantalize, 
And  bids  mz  follow,  while  too  &ft  be  flies* 


Thu 
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*hus  ffortive  Love  delights  in  little  Cheats^ 
Mich  oft  are  puniftul  with  fevere  Deceits. 

The  World  has ;  an Original  in  Mey 
"o  paint  deluded "■; Lovers  Mifery  : 
Lnd  he  who  has  \ti$  eafie  Fair  betray'd, 
inds  all  his  Faljho'od  with' large  Infreft  paid, 

ne'er  fufpe&ed  than  coufdft  Faithlefs  be, 
tat  fad  Experience-has  in$ru&ed  me. 

As  a  chain'd  Maffiiff,  begging  to  be  loofe, 
Vith  reftlefs  Clamour's-  fills"  the  deafned  Hotift  j 
Jut  if  deny'd,  his  Teeth  the  Chain  engage, 
ind  vent  on  that  their  inoffenfive  Rage  : 
io  1  Complain,  Petition  to  be  freed, 
Uid  humbly  Proftrate  beg  the  Help  I  need. 
Jut  when  you  Frown,  and  my  Requeft  deny. 
Deaf  as  the  Rocks  to  my  repeated  Cry  7 
then  I  againft  my  hated  Clog  exclaim, 
^nd  on  my  Chain  lay  all  the  guilty  Blame, 
rims  Grief  pretends,  by  giving  Paffion  vent, 
fo  eafe  the  pain  of  my  Imprifonment. 
Jut  I  unjuftly  blame  the  Chain  alone, 
%nd  fpare  the  cruel  Hand  that  ty'd  it  on. 
Well  might  the  barb'rous  load  of  Chains  I  bear 
Become  a  Renegado  Slave  to  wear; 

But 
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But  why  this  harjh  ill  Vfyg*%   Love-i  t0  Me, 
Whofe  whole  endeavour  is  to  come  to  Thee  ? 
But  when  my  Soul  attempts  that  lofty  Flight, 
'Tis  ftill  fuppreft  by  a  grofs  Bodies  Weight. 
So  fare  young  Birds,  by  Nature  wing'd  in  vain, 
Whom  fportful  Boys  with  fcanty  Threads  retrain 
When  eager  to  retrieve  their  Native  Air, 
They  rife  a  little  height,  and  flutter  there  : 
But  having  to  their  utmoft  Limits  flown,     (dow 
The  more  they  ftrive  to  mount,  they  fall  the  faft 
Each,  tho'  it  fleeps  in  its  young  Tyrants  Bread, 
And  is  with  Banquets  from  his  Lips  Careft  fc 
Yet  prizes  more  the  freedom  of  the  Wood, 
Than  all  the  Dainties  of  its  dear-bought  Food. 
Could  Tears  diilblve  my  Chains,  O  with  what  eaf 
I'd  weep  a  Deluge  for  a  quick  releafe  ? 
But  Tears  are  vain,  reach,  Lord  I  thy  Hands  to  me 
And  in  return  I'll  ftretch  my  Chains  to  thee. 
Thou,  only  thou  canfl:  loofe  my  Bands  j  for  non< 
£an  take  them  off,  but  he  that  put  them  on. 


Chryfo 


(  *°?  ) 

Chryfoft.  horn.  55.  ad  pop.  Antioch. 

ow  long  fball  we  be  faflned  here  ?  We  flick  to 
the  Earthy  and  as  if  we  fbould  always  live 
therey  we  wallow  in  the  Mire.  God  gave  us 
'Bodies  of  Earthy  that  we  fbould  carry  them 
to  Heaven,  not  that  we  fbould  by  them  debafe 
our  Souls  to  the  Earth. 


X.  Bring 
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'Urina  ^my/ciiKcul cfnru&i,  l/iatlmay 
riraisc  fhy  name  JPja? .  t+  z  $  ■ 
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Bring  my  Soul  out  of  Prifbn,  that  I  may  praife 
thy  Name,  Pfal.  cxlij.  9. 

I  Who  did  once  thro'  Heav  ns  wide  Regions  rove, 
Free  Denizen  of  thofe  vaft  Realms  above  j 
Mow  to  a  narrow  Dungeon  am  confin'd, 
A.  Cave  that  darkens  and  retrains  my  Mind. 
When  firft  my  Soul  put  on  its  fleihly  Load, 
It  was  Imprifon  d  in  the  dark  Abode  *, 
My  Feet  were  Fetters,   my  Hands  Manacles, 
My  Sinews  Chains,  and  all  Confinement  elfe  j 
My  Bones  the  Bars  of  my  loath'd  Prifon-grate  ', 
My  Tongue  the  Turnkey,  and  my  Mouth  the  Gate. 

Why  from  my  Native  Station  am  I  fent 
A  Captive  to  this  narrow  Tenement  t 
How  oft  wou'd  I  attempt  a  Jhameful  Fight, 
^n  Fire  or  Water  bid  the  World  good  Nig**? 
How  oft  have  I  their  happy  Fate  admir'd, 
Who  by  the  Sword  or  Poifon  have  expir'cf  ? 


But 
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But  to  gain  Heav'n,  we  mufi  Heavns  leifure  flay 

Such  rafh  Attempers  have  miflook  the  way. 

As  only  Heavn  ohy  Beings  did  beflow, 

*Tis  Heavns  fole  right  to  countermand  them  too  : 

And  when  to  take  what  That  firfl  gave  we  ftrive, 

We  impioujly  encroach  on  God's  Prerogative  , 

And  on  our  Souls  by  this  unlawful  Aft, 

In  breaking  Prison  we  a  new  Guilt  contraB  : 

While  tW  impious  Courfe  we  take  to  fet  us  free, 

Betrays  us  to  a  greater  Slavery. 

Had  I  fome  winding  Labyrinth  for  my  Jail, 

I  then  might  hope  for  Freedom  to  prevail : 

But  while  imhodfd  in  this  Flefll  /  lie, 

Heav'n  muft  be  the  Deliverer,  not  I. 

Let  the  miftaken  Wretch  his  Pris'n  accufe, 

Which  for  his  Flight  did  no  kind  Means  refufe. 

Wou'd  fome  kind  Chink  one  heavenly  Ray  admit 

To  blefs  my  Eyes,  how  wou'd  I  honour  in  ? 

But  while  confin'd  to  this  dark  Cell  I  lie, 

My  captive  Soul  can't  reach  its  native  Sky. 

Here,  even  my'Jf^V/'s  a  flave  to  Pafflons  made, 

Paffiom  which  have  its  Liberty  betray'd. 

When  pioufly  it  is  inclin'd  to  good, 

5Tis  by  repugnant  Pajfions  dill  wkhftood. 

Thus  Ifrael  in  ttf  ^Egyptian  Bondage  fard, 

While  from  the  Service  of  their  God  debarrd ; 

1(7 
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fieri  to  his  Worjhip  they  defied  to  go7 

'he  Tyrant  Phar'oh  always  anfwer'd.  No. 

I  my  dear  God  !  vifit  this  humble  Cell, 

,nd  fee  within  what  narrow  Walls  I  dwell. 

jut  if  the  Locks,  and  Bars,  and  Grates  afright, 

iommand  them  all  to  open  at  thy  fight. 

ommand  them,  Lord,  to  fet  thy  Servant  free  \ 

lor  will  this  Deed  without  Example  be: 

\tngels  have  left  their  Thrones  and  Bllfs  above, 

B  ranfom  thofe  whom  thou  art  pleas'd  to  Love  t 

"hus  Peter  did  his  op'ning  Prifon  view, 

et  fcarce  believ'd  the  Miracle  was  true. 

fut  no  fuch  Favour  is  ffidulg'd  to  me, 

I  want  (  alas ! )  fuch  happy  Liberty. 

tome,  my  dear  Lord  !  unlock  my  Prifon  Gate, 

md  let  my  Soul  tow'rd  Heav'n  expatiate  : 

n  triumph  tho'  thy  Slave  conduced  be, 

■  blefs  the  Chains  that  bind  me  clofe  to  Thee. 

ro  Thee  my  Hands  are  thro'  the,  Gates  addreft  > 

3  that  I  cou'd  but  follow  with  the  reft  ! 

the  captive  Bird  about  its  Cage  will  fly, 

^nd  the  leafl  way  for  its  Efcape  efpy, 

And  with  its  Bill  gnaws  thro'  the  Twiggy  Grate 

A  fecret  Pafljge  to  its  fir  ft  free  State. 

jCan'ft  thou,  my  God  !   be  deaf  to  all  my  Cries, 

And  more  obdurate  than  my  Prifon  is  i 

Nor 


(    208) 

Nor  for  my  Self,  but  Thee  do  I  complain, 
Thy  facred  Praife,  which  I  woud  Sing,  in  vain  \ 
For  here  ( alas ! )  I  cannot  once  rejoice, 
Nor  touch  my  Strings,  nor  raife  my  tuneful  FoUeJ 
For  Eirds  confin'd,  to  rage  convert  their  Notes, 
Or  fullen  grown,  lock  up  their  filent  Throats. 
Come  then,   my  God,   unlock  my  Prifon-gate, 
And  let  my  Soul  tow'rds  Heaven  Expatiate ! 
There  my  loud  Voice  in  joyful  Notes  I'll  raife, 
And  fmg  Eternal  Anthems  to  thy  Praife. 
But  if  thou  wilt  not  this  Requeft  allow, 
At  thy  own  Glory  thou  mufl:  envious  grow. 


Grc 
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Greg,  in  cap.  7.  Job. 

}an  is  impri/bned)  becaufe  by  proficiency 
in  Virtue  he  often  firhes  to  rife  on  higfy 
but  is  kept  down  by  the  Corruption  of 
bis  Flefk, 


XL  Like 
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Z,!?^  aS  the  Hart  JcsiWt/i  the  rvalcK- 
htirrhs  sc  lcmgeifcmy<£<?iil  after*  thcc~ 


0  iscd.Psal.  +2.  i 


Tzxo- 
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XL 

Jke  as  the  Hart  defiretb  the  Water -Brooks, 
fo  longeth  my  Soul  after  thee,  0  God! 
Pfal.  xlij.  i. 

LOrd  !  woud'il  thou  know  my  Breads  confuming 
And  how  I  pine  and  languifh  in  Defire  ?  (Fire, 
hhe  withering  Vilets  no  refemblance  yield, 
lor  can  I  take  it  from  the  Sun-burnt  Field  $ 
5[or  by  that  Heat  can  I  exprefs  my  Pain, 
uhat  melts  us  in  the  fiery  Dog-fiar\  Reign. 
~he  Lybian  Sands,  where  the  Sun's  warm  falute 
pith  barren  Drouth  deftroys  all  hope  of  Fruit, 
.v'n  they,  compar'd  with  me,  are  moifi  and  coolm7 
uch  raging  Flames  have  feiz'd  my  heftick  Soul. 
ut  wou'dft  thou  have  an  Emblem  of  my  Pains, 
legard  then  how  the  wounded  Hart  Complains, 
Vhile  in  his  Side  th'envenom'd  Arrows  lies, 
lis  Blood  boils  over,  and  his  Marrow  fries : 
thus  thro'  the  Woods  he  takes  a  nimble  Flight, 
fill  fome  cool  Stream  falutes  this  diftant  Sight : 

P  2  Then 
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Then  with  redoubled  Speed  he  Pants  and  Brays, 
Till  there  his  Thirfi  and  Fever  he  allays. 
Thus,  thus  transfixed  with  an  Infernal  Dart, 
I  feel  the  Poifon  raging  in  my  Heart. 
Th'envenom'd  Blood  with  vi'lent  Fury  burns, 
And  to  a  thoufand  diff 'rent  Tortures  turns. 
The  Tyrant  Luft  now  thro'  my  Body  reigns, 
And  now  Intemperance  burfts  my  glutted  Veins. 
Now  Pride's  rank  Poifon  fwells  my  heaving  Breaft, 
And  curs'd  Ambition  robs  me  of  my  Reft. 
Oh  !  from  what  Stream  ihall  I  a  Medicine  find 
To  eafe  thefe  reftlefs  Torments  of  my  Mind  ?  " 
Thou,  thou,  my  God  !  alone  canft  eafe  my  Grief, 
From  the  pure  Waters  of  the  Well  of  Life. 
My  panting  Sod  laments  and  pines  for  them, 
As  the  chas'd  Hart  for  the  refrefhing  Stream. 

Shunning  the  quick-nois'd  Honnds  afrighting  cri 
With  timorous  hafte  oft  to  the  Tods  he  flies : 
And  when  he  finds  himfelf  too  clofe  befet, 
With  adive  Speed  o'er-leaps  th'  extended  Net : 
But  hotly  by  his  nnm'rous  Foes  purfu'd, 
He  feeks  the  Succour  of  fome  Iheltring  Wood  ; 
And  on  his  Neck,  left  it  retard  his  Speed, 
.Calls  back  the  ufelefs  Armour  of  his  Head : 

Wm 


Vhich,  fince  he  has  not  Courage  to  employ, 
djfifts  bis  Foes  its  Owner  to  deflroy. 
Sometimes  he  thinks  the  deep-mouthed  Foe  is  near 
From  flrong  impreflions  of  remaining  Fear : 
\gain  he  Hands  and  liftens  for  their  Cries, 
jhen,  almoll  fpent,  thro'  the  clofe  Thickets  flies 
ro  the  clear  Springs :  And  as  he  pants  for  them, 
>0  pines  my  Soul  for  the  Caleflial  ftream ; 
there  he  renews  his  Strength,  and  lays  his  Heat, 
And  rowls  and  wantons  in  the  cool  Retreat. 

Lord  !  Hell's  great  Nimrod  holds  my  Sod  in  chafe, 
To  jhun  whofe  Hounds  I  fly  from  place  to  place  ', 
But  clofely  they  my  weary  Steps  purfue, 
No  means  of  Succour  or  Ffcape  I  view. 
Tird  with  my  Flight,    and  faint  with  conftant  Sweat, 
I  wijh  to  Reft,    I  wijh  to  lay  my  Heat  : 
But  where,  O  where  can  this  Refreshment  be  f 
Tis  no  where,  Lord  !    'tis  no  where  but  with  Thee. 
With  Thee  an  ever-bubbling  Fountain  flows, 
The  remedy  of  all  thy  Servants  Woes : 
Tleaflng  its  Tafle,   its  Venue  Sanative  \ 
Nor  Health  alone,  but  endlefs  Life  ' 'twill  give. 
Then  tell  not'  me  of  Tagus  Golden  Flood, 
Whofe  rowling  Sands  raife  a  perpetual  Mud : 

P  3  There 
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There  fhoud  1  drink  infatiate  till  1  Burft^ 
Each  greedy  Draught  woud  re-inflame  my  Tbirft. 
No ,   to  the  f leafing  Springs  above  Pll  go. 
Hoe  Springs  that  in  the  heavenly  Canaan  flow. 
My  panting  Soul  laments  and  pines  for  them^ 
As  the  chas'd  Hart  for  the  refrefhing  Stream. 


Cyril. 


<«5> 

Cyril,  in  Joan.  lib.  3.  cap.  ic. 

It  is  an  excellent  Water  that  allays  the  pernicious 
thirft  of  this  World,  and  the  heat  of  Vice ; 
thatwajhes  off 'all  the  (tains  of  Sin\  that  waters 
and  improves  the  Earth  in  which  our  Souls 
inhabit ;  and  refiores  the  mind  of  Man,  that 
thirfis  with  an  earnejl  defire  after  its  God. 


P  4  XII.  When 
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W/fcrh  shall  I  came  (find  appear  before 
GfepreSence.  offiradtJPsal.  4-z-z 


T.ztf. 
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XII. 

When  fhall  I  come  and  appear  before  the  prefenct 
of  God  f   Pfai.  lxij.  2. 

^TXTIth  promised  Joys  my  Ears  thou  oft  did'lt 

But  they  arConly  Joys  of  Promlfe  Hill. 

Did'il  thou  not  fay  thou  foon  wou'dft  call  me  home? 

Be  juft,  my  Love,  and  kindly  bid  me  come  I 

ft  Expecting  Lovers  count  each  Hour  a  Day, 

"  And  Death  to  them's  left  dreadful  than  Belay. 

A  tedious  train  of  Months  and  Years  is  gone, 

Since  firft  you  bid  me  hope,  yet  gave  me  none. 

Why  with  delays  doft  thou  abufe  my  Love, 

And  fail  my  vain  Expectancies  above? 

While  thus  th'  infnlting  Crowd  derides  my  Woe, 

Where's  now  your  Love  ?  how  well  he  keeps  hjs 

Hafie  then,   and  home  thy  longing  Lover  take  \ 
If  not  far  mine,  yet  for  thy  Proraife  fake. 

When 


/ 
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When  fhall  I  come  before  thy  Throne,  and  fi 
Thy  glorious  Scepter  kindly  ftretch'd  to  me  f 
For  Thee  I  pine,  for  Thee  I  am  undone, 
As  drooping  Flowers  that  want  their  Parent  Sun. 
O  cruel  Tort'rer  of  my  wounded  Soul, 
Grant  me  thy  Prefence,  and  I  fhall  be  Whole  i 
O  when,  thou  Joy  of  all  admiring  Eyes, 
When  fhall  I  fee  thee  on  thy  Throne  of  Bllfs  f 


As  when  unwelcom  Night  begins  its  fway, 
And  throws  its  fable  Mantle  o'er  the  Bay  , 
The  withering  Glories  of  the  Garden  fade, 
And  weeping  Groves  bewail  their  lonely  fhade  •, 
To  melancholy  Silence  Men  retire, 
And  no  fweet  Note  founds  from  the  feather'd  Qmrt 
But  hardly  can  the  riling  Morn  difplay 
The  purple  Enflgns  of  approaching  Day  j 
But  the  glad  Gardens  deck  themfelves  anew, 
And  the  cheer'd  Groves  fhake  off  their  heavy  Dei 
To  daily  Labour  Man  himfelf  devotes, 
And  Birds  in  Anthems  ftrain  their  tuneful  Throat 
.So  without  Thee,  I  Grieve,  I  Pine,  I  Mourn  ; 
So  Triumph,  fo  Revive  at  Thy  Return, 
But  Thou,  unkind,  bid'ft  me  delight  my  Eyes 
.With  other  Beauties,  other  Rarities. 

Soma 


ometimes  thou  bid'ft  me  mark  the  flowVy  Field  \ 
What  various  fcents  and  fhews  the  Medows  yield  5 
rhen  to  the  Stars  thou  doll  direft  my  Sight, 
7or  they  from  Thine  derive  their  borrow'd  Light, 
rhen  faift,  Contemplate  Man!  in  Him  thou'lt  lee 
rhe  great  Refemblance  of  thy  Love  and  Me. 
Why  wou'dfl  thou  thus  deceive  me  with  a  Shade, 
V.  trifling  Imagey    that  will  quickly  fade  ? 
Ay  Fancy  floops  not  to  a  *»«?**/  ^/w  • 
Thou,  thou  hall  kindled,  and  mufl  quench  my  Flame* 

O  glorious  Face,  worthy  a  Pow'r  Divine, 
Adhere  Z^e  and  Awe  with  equal  Mixture  fhine ! 
Friumphant  Majefly  of  that  bright  Ray 
Where  blufhing  Angels  proflrate  Homage  pay ! 
f/Q  in  thy  Works  thy  fix'd  Impreffions  trace, 
fet  flill  but  faint  Reflections  of  thy  Face. 
When  this  inchanted  World's  compar'd  with  Thee, 
ts  boafled  Beauty's  all  Deformity  : 
rhy  Stars  no  fuch  tranfeending  Glories  own 
Vs  Thine,  whofe  Light  exceeds  all  theirs  in  one. 
rhis  Truth  fome  one  of  them  can  belt  declare* 
Who  on  the  Mount  thy  bleil  Spectators  were  : 
Who  on  Thy  Glories  were  allow'd  to  gaze, 
Lnd  faw  Heavn  open  d  in  Thy  wondrous  Face. 

Thy 
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Thy  fliiaing  Vifige  all  the  God  confeft,         ( drefl| 
In  beauteous  Lambent  Flames  were  thy  bright  TempU 

Nor  can  we  blame  thy  great  Apoftlcs  Zeal, 
To  whom  thou  did'ft  that  happy  Sight  reveal ; 
That  flighting  all  before  accounted  dear, 
He  was  for  building  Tabernacles  here. 
Yet  he  beheld  Thee  then  within  a  Veil 
The  tilling  Rays  thon  kindly  did'ft  conceal ; 
He  faw  a  milder  Flame  thy  Face  furround 
Thy  Temples  with  rebated  Glories  Crown'd  : 
As  when  the  Silver  Moon's  refie&ed  Beams 
In  fome  clear  Evening  gild  the  fmiling  Streams : 
Or  cloud-horn  Lightning  in  its  nimble  Race 
Paints  on  a  trembling  Wave  Heav'ns  blufting  Face. 
How  had  he  wondred  at  the  nobler  Lights 
Whofe  bare  Reflection  was  fo  Heav'nly  bright  ?     \ 
But,  oh  !  Thais  inacceffible  to  humane  Sight !       > 
Then  wr,  oh  !  me  to  that  blefl  State  receive, 
Where  I  may  fee  thee  all,   and  feeing  live ! 
When  will  that  happy  Day  of  Villon  be, 
When  1  fhali  make  a  near  approach  to  Thee, 
Be  wrapt  in  Clouds^    and  loft  in  Myftery  f 

'Tis  true,    the  Sacred  Elements  impart 
Thy  virtual  Preface  CO  my  faithful  Heart  \ 
But  to  my  Senfc  frill  unreveafd  thou  art, 

Tbi 
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This*)  tho'  a  greats  is  an  imperfecl  BUfs, 
T'erabrace  ^Cloud  for  the  bright  God  \  wilh  \ 
My  Soul  a  more  exalted  Pitch  wou'd  fly, 
And  view  Thee  in  the  heights  of  Majefty. 

Oh  !  when  fhall  I  behold  Thee  all  ferene. 
Without  one  envious  Cloudy    or  Veil  between? 
When  diitant  Faith  fiall  in  near  Villon  ceafe, 
And  ftill  my  Love  fhall  with  my  Sight  increafe  f 
That  happy  Day  dear  as  thefe  Eyes  (hall  be, 
And  more  than  all  the  dearefr.  Things,  but  Thee. 

Aug.  in  Pfal.  42, 

If  thou  fndefi  any  thing  better  than  to  behold  the  Face 
of  God)  hafie  thee  thither.  Wo  be  to  that  Love  of 
thine)  if  thou  dofi  but  imagine  any  thing  more  beau- 
tiful than  Hey  from  whom  all  Beauty  that  delights 
thee  is  derived* 


XIII.  O  that 
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0;tJiatlImd(ihc  wines  cfaVcvcy^ 
tJimlfrcitl^/ly  atvayand  /*£  atresia. 


(323  ) 


XIII. 

0  that  I  had  the  wings  of  a  Dove !  fir  then  1 

would  flj  away,  and  be  at  refl,  Pfal.  lv.  6. 

TH  O'  Great  Creator !    I  receive  from  Thee 
All  that  I  am,   and  all  I  hope  to  be  \ 
Yet,  might  thy  humble  Clay  Expoftulate, 

1  wou'd  complain  of  my  defective  State. 

To  Man  th'aft  given  the  boundlefs  Regency 
Of  three  vaft  Realms,  the  Ocean,  Earth,  and  Sky  t 
But,  oh  ;  how  mall  this  ample  Pow'r  be  try'd, 
When  ftill  the  means  to  ufe  it  are  deny'd  ? 

Pardon  my  hafty  Cenfure  of  thy  Skill, 
Who  think  thy  mighty  Work  defe&ive  flill ! 
Nor  am  I  forward  to  Correct  thy  Art, 
By  wifhing  Man  a  Cafement,  in  his  Heart, 
Whofe  dark  RecefTes  all  the  World  might  fee  \ 
That  profpecb  juftly  is  referv'd  for  Thee : 
But  the  defect.  I  Mourn  is  greater  far  •, 
Of  Fins  to  cut  the  Waves,  and  Wings  the  Air. 


lnferi&f 
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Inferior  Creatures  no  Perfe&ion  want, 

To  hinder  their  Enjoyment  of  Thy  Grant  i 

;The  fcaly  Race  have  nimble  Ens  allow'd, 

With  which  they  range  about  their  native  Flood  \ 

And  all  the  feather 'd  Tenants  of  the  Air, 

Born  up  on  tow'ring  Wings,  expatiate  there* 

Thus  evry  Creature  finds  a  Heft  Content 

Adapted  to  its  proper  Element : 

But  Man 7  for  the  Command  of  all  defiga'd, 

Is  ftill  to  One  injuriouQy  confind  } 

While  Nature  often  is  extravagant. 

And  gives  his  Subjects  more  than  what  they  want. 

Some  of  the  watry  kind,  we  know,  can  fly, 

And  vifit,  when  they  pleafe,  the  lofty  Sky  -, 

And,  in  exchange,  fome  of  the  aery  Brood 

Defcend,  and  turn  bold  Pirates  in  the  Flood  : 

While  ftill  to  Man  Heav'n  does  all  Means  deny 

To  exercife  his  vain  Authority. 

Ev'n  buzzing  Infects  with  light  Wings  are  bled, 

In  whofe  final!  frame  Heav'n  has  much  Art  expreft : 

But  Man,  the  great,  the  noble  Mafter-piece, 

Wants  a  Perfection  that  abounds  in  thefe. 

Nay  fome,  the  meaneft  of  the  Feather  d  kind, 

For  neither  Profit  nor  Delight  defign'd, 

Stretch  their  Dominions  to  a  vail  Extent, 

Nor  pleas'd  with  Two,  range  a  third  Element  *, 

Some- 
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Sometimes  on  Earth  they  walk  with  fiately  Pace, 

And  fport  and  revel  on  the  tender  Grafs  ; 

rhen  for  the  liquid  Stream  exchange  the  Shoar, 

And  dally  there  as  wanton  as  before : 

But  wearied,  thence  their  moiftned  Wings  they  rear, 

ro  take  their  wild  Diverfion  in  the  Air. 

Jure  thefe  to  rule  the  triple  World  were  fent, 

And  deniiiorfd  of  every  Element: 

But  Man,   excluded  both  the  Sea  and  Air, 

Can  make  fmall  ufe  of  his  Dominion  tkezz. 

Nor  yet  repine  I  that  the  Earth's  alone 

Maris  Element ;  lince  I  defire  but  One  \ 

My  whole  Ambition**  to  exchange  my  Place, 

Tho5  with  the  meanefi  of  the  feathered  Race. 

Grant  me  but  Wings  that  I  may  upwards  fbar, 

I'll  forfeit  them  if  e'er  I  covet  more. 

Nor  canft  thou,  Lord!  my  juft  Petition  blame, 

When  thou  regacd'il  the  end  of  all  my  aim : 

Ths  Miferies  below ,    and  Joys  above, 

Recal  from  hence,  and  thither  point  my  Love. 

Tk  Earth  ( alas  ! )  no  fettled  Station  knows, 

So  fafi  the  Deluge  of  its  Ruin  flows  : 

Numberlefs  Troubles  and  Calamities 

Increafe  the  Flood,   too  apt  it  felf  to  rife. 

Tir'd  with  long  Flight,   my  weary  Soul  can  meet 

No  friendly  Bough  to  entertain  her  Feet. 

Q_  Here 
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Here  no  bleft  fign  of  Peace  or  Plenty  is ; 
All  lie  o  erwhelmd  in  the  profound  Abyfs, 
O  whither  then  jhall  I  for  fafety  go  .? 
/  mnft  not  hope  fo  great  a  Good  below. 
Vainly  to  Honour  or  to  Wealth  /  fly? 
Thefe  cannot  be  their  own  Security '? 
My  file  dependance  is  the  Sacred  Ark, 
There,  there  my  Soul  in  fafety  may  embarque : 
Thou  fend' ft  her  thence,  Lord?  call  her  home  again, 
And  ftretch  thy  favouring  Hand  to  take  her  in  I 
But  foe's  (  alas ! )  too  weak  for  fuch  a  Flight? 
Her  flagging  Wings  are  bajfled  by  its  height. 
Woudft  thou  vouchfafe  to  imp  them?  fie  woiCd  fly? 
And  brave  the  tow'ring  Monarch  of  the  Sky  ? 
Then  flie  woiid  hafte  to  her  eternal  Reft, 
And  build  above  the  Clouds  her  lofty  Neft ? 
There  basking  in  the  fplendor  of  thy  Beams? 
Be  all  implofd  on  bright  Angelick  Themes  ? 
In  which  tti adulterate  World  jhall  have  no  part? 
That  fly  Debaucher  of  my  wandring  Heart : 
But  in  feraphick  Flames  for  Thee  Til  burn? 
And  never,  never  think  of  a  Return. 


Amb. 
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Amb-  Horn.  7, 


Nothing  can  fly  but  what  is  Pare,  Light,  and 
Subtile,  and  whofe  Purity  is  not  corrupted  by 
Intemperance,  nor  its  Cheerfulnefs  or  Smftnefs 
retarded  by  any  Weight, 


Q,  2  XIV.  0  he* 
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0&0W  amiahlcuirc  t/ii/fiilsrnatlcj, 
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XIV. 

0  how  amiable  are  thy  Tabernacles  :   Thou  Lord 
of  Hop!   Pfal.  lxxxiv.  i. 

GReat  Leader  of  the  Starry  Hop  that  ftand 
In  fhining  order  on  thy  either  Hand ! 
Such  bright  Magnificence  adorns  Thy  Throne^ 
That  hence  my  ravijh'd  Sod  wou'd  fain  be  gone, 
To  offer  there  her  low  Devotion. 
Hail  glorious  Palace,  which  a  lofty  Mound 
Of  fhining  Jafper  clofely  does  furround ! 
Where  the  blew  Saphyre  and  clear  Chrysolite 
At  once  aflonijh  and  affeft  the  Sight ! 
Where  fparkling  Topas-threjholds  kifs  the  Feet 
Of  all  who  come  towards  the  Almlghty\  Seat ! 
By  doors  of  dazling  Adamant  let  in, 
Where  Golden  Roofs  on  Emerald  Pillars  fhine ! 
This  lofty  StrHtthre,    this  divine  Abode, 
Becomes  the  Frefence  of  its  Founder-God* 

Q.  3  Ua- 
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Here  pureft  Ayrs,  fann'd  in  by  Angels  Wings, 
Breathe  all  the  Odours  pi  ten  thoufand  Springs. 
Here  no  benumrning  Frofis  dare  once  be  rude, 
Nor  piercing  Snows  vykhin  thefe  Courts  intrude. 
The  torrid  Zone  is  far  remote  from  hence, 
This  Climate  feels  a  gentler  influe'ace. 
This  true  EtizJUmH  Pleafures  ne'er  decay, 
Whole  time  is  all  but  One  eternal  Day. 

Bright  Refident  of  the  Coeleftial  Spheres ! 
How  defpicable's  Earth,  when  Heaven  appears  ? 
The  very  name  of  Grief's  a  Stranger  here, 
And  nothing  can  beget  a  thought  of  Fear. 
Here  undifturb'd  Tranquillity  prefides, 
And  entrance  to  all  jarring  Foes  forbids. 
Hence  every  Paffion,  Frailty  and  Difeafe, 
All  that  may  injure,  trouble,  or  difpleafe, 
All  that  may  difcompofe  ch'  exalted  Mind, 
Are  to  eternal  Banifhment  confinU 

Bright  Refident  of  the  Coeleftial  Spheres ! 
How  defpicable's  Earth,  when  Heai/n  appears  ? 
Here  feafting  Souls  perpetual  Revels  keep, 
And  never  are  concern  d  for  Food  or  Sleep  \ 
With  indefatigable  Zeal  they  move, 
Born  on  the  wings  of  Duty  and  of  Love. 

Diffolv'd 
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Diffolv'd  in  Hymns,   here  Quires  of  Angels  lie, 
And  with  hud  Hzlelujah's  fill  the  Sky. 
Here  new-come  Saints  with  wreaths  of  Livht  are  crown  d, 
While  lvyry  Harps  and  Silver  Trumpets  found. 
Here  ruddy  Cherubs  facred  Hymns  begin, 
And  fmlling  Seraphs  loud  Refponfes  fmg  ; 
While  echoing  Angels  the  blefl  Ayrs  retort, 
Follow  d  by  a  loud  Chorus  of  the  llniverfal  Court : 
While j  to  compleat  the  Muflck  of  the  Quire 
The  Royal  Pfalmiil  tunes  his  Sacred  Lyre. 

Such  was  the  mighty  Joy,  when  they  carefs'd 
The  Royal  CHARLES,  their  welcom  martyr  d  Gueft. 
Such  Songs  of  Triumph  fill'd  Heavens  fpace  around, 
When  in  his  room  his  God-like  Son  was  crown' d  : 
Him,  for  whofe  fafety  they  were  oft  implofd, 
And  bleft  the  grateful  Orders  they  obeyd  : 
Him,  for  whofe  fake  they  did  loud  Storms  ^Jfwage, 
And  ftiltd  the  more  tumultuous  Peoples  rage  5 
Knowing  His  Reign  fuch  Bleflings  wotfd  difpence, 
To  make  their  Pains  a  glorious  Recompence  : 

So  mild j  fo  good fuch  Woes  his  Exit  brings, 

When  they  look  on,  they  figh,    and  flag  their  Wings. 
O  that  my  raviflfd  Soul  coud  mount  the  Skyes, 
To  hear  the  Muflck  of  their  Pfalmodies  ! 

D  4  The 
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The  raeaneft  Seat  m  this  bright  Court  P>d  chufe, 
Before  the  befi:  Preferment  Earth  befiows  •, 
For  one  fhort  Days  fublime  Enjoyment  here 
Exceeds  zxi  Age  0/  the  chief  Pleafure  there. 
j%/|i  then ^  my  Soul !    fa  thofe  bleft  M&nftons  fly. 
With  thojc  bright  Objects  pleafe  thy  Wondr'wg  Eye  ! 
With  their  fweet  Ayrs  fill  thy  attentive  Ear, 
Till  thou  haft  learnt  to  chant  glad  Anthems  there! 
Till  thou,  in  fir  utled  in  the  Heavnly  Art, 
May  ft  in  their  Confort  bear  an  humble  Part ! 
Bleft  Refident  of  the  Coeleftial  Spheres ! 
How  defpicable's  Earth,  when  Heav'n  appears  ? 
What  pure  Delights  that  happy  Place  allows  ? 
How  many  Manfions  in  my  father  s  Houfe  f 
Mj  flaming  Soul  can  thence  no  longer  Hay  ; 
If  none  goes  there  and  lives,  I'll  die  to  find  the  way. 


Bonaveat, 
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Bonavent.  Soliloq.  cap.  4. 


0  my  Soul !  what  can  1  fay  when  I  behold  the 
Joy  to  come  f  I  am  loft  in  Admiration,  hecaufe 
the  Joy  will  be  within  and  without,  above  and 
below,  about  and  be  fide  us. 


XV.  Make 
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■jU^Iiashmi/J3cIcvcdf  and  fe  SX& 
//v  mountains  tf&pites>  !  ~<7>d.S.i+ 


(  2JS  ) 


XV. 

Make  hajle,  my  Beloved,  and  be  like  the  Roe  or 
the  young  Hart  upon  the  Mountains  of  Spices , 
Cant.  viij.  14. 

HAfte,  my  bright  Sun  I  haile  from  my  dazzel'd 
Sight, 
roo  tender  to  endure  thy  ftreaming  Light : 
-low  does  my  Tongue  my  Love-fick  Sod  betray  ? 
This  bids  him  fly>  whom  that  wou'd  beg  to  fiay. 
7or  why  fhou'd  I  his  Abfence  thus  engage, 
Which  Grant  will  make  one  tedious  Hour  an  Age  ? 
fet  his  too  beauteous  Beams  forbid  his  flay  ; 
?ly  then,  my  Love\  or  lay  thofe  Beams  away  !     * 
Hadfl  thou  on  me  this  harfh  Injunction  laid, 
rhe  killing  found  at  once  had  flruck  me  Dead : 
3ut  thy  own  Flame^  not  I,  wou'd  have  it  fo, 
[  fhou'd  be  Ages  in  pronouncing  Go  ! 
'.  wou'd  not  wifh  what  now  I  do  intreat ; 
rhen  Hay,  and  let  me  not  fefjwade  Thee  yet ! 
Jtay,  Hay  my  Life^  and  turn  the  deafned  Ear  ! 
Jure  what  I  wou'd  not  Speak^  you  fhou'd  f|Ot  Hear. 

Heflce 


Hence  let  the  Wind  my  feign'd  Petition  bear  \ 

'Twas  Fear,  not  7,  that  form'd  the  hafty  Pray V.   ' 

Yet  (oh  !)  this  melting  Heat  forbids  your  Hay  ^  : 

Fly,  fly,  my  Love,  I  burn  if  you  delay. 

Oh  !  let  your  Hafte  outftrip  the  hunted  Hind ; 

But  that's  too  flow  -,  fly  like  the  nimble  Wind !  { 

Fly  till  thou  leav'ft  evn  fagging  thought  behind  ! 

Yet  in  thy  Flight  a  longing  Look  bellow, 

A  [poking  Glance,   to  fljew  thee  loath  to  go. 

But  that  once  cafi9   renew  your  Speed  away  : 

Fty,  fly-,  my  Love,  there's  Death  in  your  delay  I 

Behold  thofe  lofty  Sky-faluting  Hills, 

Where  rich  Perfume  from  weeping  Trees  diflilis ! 

Where  Lawrels,  Cedars,  and  foft  Myrtles  grow, 

And  all  the  Spice  Arabia  can  bellow  : 

To  their  high  tops  dired  thy  nimble  Flight, 

Till  thou,  like  them,  art  vanifrYd  from  my  Sight  I 

Fly  to  the  heights  where  the  gay  Seraphs  Sing, 

And  the  young  Cherubs  exercife  their  Wing ! 

Fly  till  the  Stars  appear  as  much  below 

Thy  Station,  as  they  are  above  it  now  ! 

Thofe  places  are  inur'd  to  Heat  and  Fire, 

And  what  I  dread,  is  what  they  mofl  defire. 

One  Spark's  fufficient  to  inflame  my  Soul  -, 

Oh  I  do  not  then  confume  me  with  the  whole ! 

Thei 
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fhen  let  thy  hafte  the  hunted  Hind  out-go  ! 
knd  yet,  methinks,  thou  ihoud'ft  not  leave  me  fo ! 
<ly  where  thou  often  may'ft  with  eafe  look  back, 
<Jor  from  my  Sight  too  far  a  Journey  take: 
3ut  keep  fuch  diftance  as  the  glorious  Sun, 
[Vhen  with  moil  Light  he  guilds  the  pale-fac'd  Moon! 
Kh  !  this  difcov'ry  of  my  Soul  forgive ! 
\  cannot  with  thee,  nor  without  thee,  live, 
f  thou  art  near,  I  burn-,    remote,  I  freeze  ; 
hknd  either  difiance  does  alike  difpleafe. 
rhen  fo  approach  me,  Lord,  I  thee  defire, 
rhat  I  may  feel  thy  Warmth,  but  not  thy  Ere. 
ply  then,  my  Life  ■'  faft  as  the  hunted  Deer  ; 
But  go  no  more  too  far,  than  ftay  too  near  l 
And  when  th'art  gone,  on  reedy  Pipes  I'll  play, 
And  fing  thy  Praifes  in  an  amorous  Lay  ; 
And  when  I've  wearied  out  the  tedious  Night, 
With  a  new  Task  I  will  my  Self  Delight. 
Hi  carve  at  large  on  ev'ry  fpreading  Tree 
Our  Loves  Original  and  Hiftory. 
What  Time  remains  I'll  dedicate  to  Sleep, 
Yet  (till  my  waking  Thoughts  lov'd  Object  keep. 

But  fee  how  while  I  fpeak  I  melt  away ! 
Hafte  your  ungrateful  Flight  without  delay  ! 
Yet  (to  as  M  you  this  Departure  mourn, 
And  all  your  hafte  were  for  a  quick  Return. 

Amb< 


(2J8) 

Amb.  de  bono  Mortis,  cap.  5. 

The  Soul  dejires  that  her  Beloved  xcoUi 
he  gone^  becaufe  now  Jhe  is  able  to  fo 
low  him  in  his  Flight. 


FINIS. 


0  0  fCS  Sold  by  Henry  Bonwicke,   at  the 
Red-Lion  in  St.  Paul'*- Church- Yard. 

rHE  General  Hiftory  of  the  Reformation  of 
the  Church,  written  in  Latin  by  J.  Sleidan^ 
lithfully  EngliuYd :  To  which  is  added  a  Continu- 
;ion  to  the  end  of  the  Council  of  Trent.  By  E* 
ohun,  Efqj  Fol. 

Practical  Chriftianity,  or  an  Account  of  the  Ho- 
nefs  which  the  Gofpei  enjoins,  with  the  Motives 
)  it,  and  the  Remedies  it  propofes  againft  Temp- 
itions,   with  a  Prayer  concluding  each  Head.     By 

Lucas,  D.  D.  %vo. 

A  Defence  of  Diocefan  Epifcopacy,  in  Anfwer 

Mr.  David  Clarkfons  Book  \   Entituled,  Primi- 
ive  Epifcopacy.     By  H.  Maurice,  D.  D.  Svo. 

Chriftianity,  the  great  Ornament  of  Humane 
ife,  or  Man  confider'd  in  his  Spiritual,  Civil  and 
tforal  Capacities,  being  an  Eflay  towards  the  fur- 
herance  of  Univerfai  Piety  and  Charity,  8w. 

The  Chriftian's  Manual  in  Two  Parts,  i.  The 
:atechumen,  or  an  Account  given  by  the  young 
5erfon  of  his  Knowledge  in  Religion,  before  his 
^dmiffion  to  the  Lord's  Supper.  2.  An  Introdu- 
ction to  the  Sacrament,  or  a  fhort,  fafe  and  plain 
^ay  to  the  Communion  Table :  To  which  is  added 
Devotions  to  be  ufed  before,  at,  and  after  R.eceiv- 
ng  the  Sacrament.  By  L.  Addifon,  Dean  of  Lick- 
hid  j  120. 

The  Art  of  Catechifing,  or  the  Compleat  Cate- 
chill  in  Four  Parts.  1.  The  Church  Catechifm  re- 
folved  into  eafte  Queftions.  2.  An  Expofition  of 
it,  in  a  plain  Difcourfe.  3.  The  Church  Catechifm 
refolved  into  Scripture  Proofs.     4.  The  Whole 

Duty 


Duty  of  Man  refolved  into  Queftions,  fitted  fo 
the  meaneft  Capacities,  the  weakefl  Memories,  th 
plained:  Teachers,  and  the  moft  uninftrutted  Lear 
ners,  12°. 

Devotional  Poems  FeftivaLand  Practical,  on  fom 
of  the  chief  Chriftian  Feftivals,  Falls,  Graces  an< 
Vertues,  &c.  by  a  Clergy-Man  of  the  Country,  Svo. 

Hope  and  Peace  in  Two  Letters,  the  former  i 
Letter  to  a  Perfon  troubled  in  Mind,  who  (thougl 
a  Vertuous  Lady,  yet)  laboured  under  great  Scru 
pulolities,  Doubts  and  Fears,  and  fome  uneafie  de 
grees  of  Defperation.  The  other  a  Letter  to  a  Pe 
nitent,  who  appearing  Sincere,  and  having  pafs'< 
through  the  Evangelical  Methods  of  Peace  and  P^e 
conciliation,  yet  remain'd  piflatisfied,  %vo. 

A  fure  Guide  to  Heaven,  or  the  trueft,  fafeft  am 
moft  certain  way  to  Happinefs,  and  to  a  lovely  Im 
mortality,  which  all  Perfuailons  in  Religion  av 
agreed  in  by  Divine  Love,  with  Devout  Afpirations 
fitted  for  the  llfes  of  a  Devout  Retirement.  By  , 
Clergy-Man  of  the  Country,  Svo. 

Letters  of  Religion  and  Vertue,  to  feveral  Gen 
tlemen,  and  Ladies,  in  oppofition  to  the  Prophanef 
and  Obfcenity  of  thofe  Published  under  the  Name 
of  the  Late  Earl  of  Rochefter^  Mr.  Otway,  Mr 
Br  own  j  &c.   12°. 

Country  Conventions,  being  an  Account  of  fom< 
Difcourfes  that  happened  in  the  Country  lift  Sum 
mer,  on  feveral  Subje&s,  chiefly  of  the  Moderi 
Comedies,  of  Drinking,  of  Tranllated  Verfe,  0 
Painting,  and  Painters,  of  Poets  and  Poetry,  %vo. 

An  Explanation  of  the  Church  Office  of  Baptifra 
in  favour  "of  the  Ducy  incumbent  on  Godfather 
and  Godmothers,  %vo  Stick. 


